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T  O    H  E  R 


Royal  Highness, 


MADAM, 

I N  C  E  I  am  allow'd 
the   Honour ,    and 
Privilege  of  fo  eafy 
Acceis  to  Your  Royal  High- 
A  4  ndsr 


DEDICAT  I  O  m 
nefs,  I  dare  fay,  I  (hall  not 
be  the  worfe  received  for 
bringing  Ovid  along  with 
me.  He  comes  from  Ba- 
nifhment  to  the  Fautrefs  of 
Liberty ;  from  the  Barbarous 
to  the  Polite ;  and  has  This 
to  recommend  him,  which 
never  fails  with  a  Clemency, 
like  Yours  j  He  is  Unfor- 
tunate. 

Your  Royal  Highnefs, 
who  feels  for  every  one,  has 
lately  been  the  mournful 
Qccafion  of  a  like  Senfibility 

in 
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in  many  Others.    Scarce  an 
Eye,  that  did  not  tell  the 
Danger  You  were  in :    Ev'n 
Parties,  tho'  different  in  Prin- 
;  ciples,  united  at  that  time 
-in  their  Grief,  and  affe6tio- 
■  nate  Concern,  for  an  Event 
of  fo  much  Confequence  to 
the  Intereft  of  Humanity, 
and  Virtue ;  whilft  Your  Self 
was  the  only  Perfon,  Then, 
unmov'd. 

It  was  remarkable,  That 

•She,  who,    with  a  Manner 

moft  engaging,    taught  the 

A  £  inno- 
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innocent  Pleafures  to  ap- 
pear more  defirable,  than 
the  criminal  j  who  was  e- 
very  day  the  Life  of  fome 
new  agreeable  Diverfion ; 
fliould  behave  Her  Self,  up- 
on that  cruel  Tryal,  with  a 
Magnanimity  fo  unfhaken, 
that  thofe  who  were  Wit- 
ness might  have  imagin'd, 
She  fcarce  ever  had  done  a- 
ny  thing,  but  iludy  how  to 
Die. 

It  is  the  greateft  Happi- 
nefs  can  attend  an  Age  un- 
der 


DEDICATION, 
der  a  long  Depravation  of 
Morals,  to  be  bleft  with  Ex- 
amples, where  Virtue  is  fet 
off  by  the  Advantage  of  Birth. 
Such  Qualifications,  when 
united,  do  not  only  Perfuade 
an  Imitation,  but  Command 
it.  Humane  Nature  is  al- 
ways more  affected  by  what 
it  kcs,  than  what  it  hears 
of:  And  as  thofe  Ideas, 
which  enter  by  the  Eye, 
find  the  furefl  Paflage  to  the 
Heart  j  fo  the  mere  the  Ob- 
ject, whatever  it  be,  feems 

defira- 
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delirable  to  the  One,  the 
longer  it  continues  in  the 
Other. 

There  are  Perfections  fo 
fhining,  that  one  mufb  be 
the  very  Worft  of  Mortals, 
or  the  very  Beft,  not  to  ad- 
mire in  all  Thofe,  who  pof- 
fefs  them.  To  be  bleft  with 
aDifpofition  to  Charity,  not 
confin'd  by  any  other  Li- 
mits, than  the  Modefty  of 
thole  who  ask  It :  To  know, 
and  be  ready  to  excufe  Faults,* 
yet,  fo  fbritSl  in  Life,  as  nqt 

to 
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to  want  the  like  Indulgence ; 
To  have  a  Superiority  of 
Genius  capable  of  judging 
of  the  higheft  Affairs,  and 
an  Application  fo  obfervant, 
as  to  penetrate  into  the 
moft  Minute  :  To  be  eafy 
to  lay  down  Grandeur  up- 
on familiar  Occafions,  and 
difcerning  to  take  It  up, 
when  Dignity  of  Station  re- 
quires ;  To  know  the  poli- 
ter Languages  of  the  pre- 
sent Age,  as  a  Native,  and 
the  greater  Occurrences,  and 

Periods 
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Periods  of  the  Paft,  as  an 
Hiftorian,  make  up  a  Cha- 
racter, which  is  fo  obvious, 
that  every  one  will  know 
where  to  apply  it,  except 
the  Perfon  whofe  it  really 
is  :  And  if  in  this  Your  Roy^ 
al  Highnefs  be  at  a  Lofs, 
I  think  it  is  the  only  thing 
within  the  Province  of  Your 
Sex  You  are  ignorant  of. 

I  fhall  take  up  no  more 
of  Your  Time  in  this  Dedi- 
cation ;  becaufe,  to  do  every 
thing,  that  may  be  moll  ac- 
ceptable 


DEDICATION. 

ceptable  to  You,  fhall  always 
be  the  Endeavour  of, 


MADAM, 


Tour  Royal  Highness'*  moft  Humble9 
4ind  ?noft  Obedient  Servant, 


S.  Garth. 


PREFACE. 


";.':'  HE  Method  I  propcfe  in  writing 
'  this  Preface,  is  to  take  Notice  of 

' '".""    !       Jbme  oftheBeauties  of  the  Meta- 

vicrphcjes,  and  alfo  of  the  Faults, 

':  and  particular  Affectations.  After 

which    I  lhall  proceed  to  hint  at  fome  Rules 

for  Transition  in  general  •,  and  mail  give  a 

fhort  Account  of  the  following  Verfion. 

I  fhall  not  pretend  to  impofe  my  Opi- 
nion  on  others  with  the  magifterial  Au- 
thority of  a  Critic  •,  but  only  take  the  Li- 
berty of  difcovering  my  own  Tafte.  I 
fliall  endeavour  to  fhow  our  Poet's  Re- 
dundance of  Wit,  Jufrnefs  of  Compa- 
nions, Elegance  of  Defcriptions,  and  pecu- 
liar '  Delicacy  in  touching  every  Circum- 
itance  relating  to  the  Paffions,  and  Affecti- 
ons j  and  with  the  fame  Impartiality,  and 
Franknefs,  I  fhalL  confefs  the  too  frequent 
Puerilities  of  his  luxuriant  Fancy,   and  the 

tOQ 
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too  great   Negligence  of  his  fometimes  un- 
labour' d  Verification. 

I  am  not  of  an  Opinion,,  too  common 
to  Tranflators,  to  think  that  One  is  un- 
der an  Obligation  to  extol  every  thing 
he  finds  in  the  Author  he  undertakes :  I 
am  fure  one  is  no  more  oblig'd  to  do 
fo,  than  a  Painter  is  to  make  every  Face, 
that  fits  to  him,  handfome.  *Tis  enough 
if  he  fets  the  befl  Features  he  finds,  in 
their  full,  and  mofl  advantageous  Light. 
But  if  the  Poet  has  private  Deformities,  tho' 
Good-breeding  will  not  allow  to  expofe  him 
naked,  yet  furely  there  can  be  no  Reafon  to 
recommend  him,  as  the  mofl  finifh'd  Model 
of  Harmony,  and  Proportion. 

Whoever  has  this  undiftinguifhing  Com- 
plaifance,  will  not  fail  to  vitiate  the  Tafte. 
of  the  Readers,  and  mifguide  many  of 
them  in  their  Judgment,  where  to  Ap- 
prove, and  where  to    Cenfure. 

It  muft  be  granted,  that  where  there 
appears  an  infinite  Variety  of  inimitable 
Excellencies,  it  would  be  too  harfh,  and 
difingenuous  to  be  fevere  on  fuch  Faults, 
as  have  efcap'd  rather  thro*  want  of  Lei- 
fure,  and  Opportunity  to  correct,  than 
thro'   the  erroneous    Turn    of  a    deprav'd 

Judg- 
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Judgment.  How  fenfible  Ovid  himfelf 
was  of  the  Uncorrectnefs  of  the  Meta- 
morpbofesi  appears  from  thefe  Lines  prefix' d 
before  fome  of  the  Editions  by  the  Care  of 
his  Commentators. 

Orba  parentt  fuo  quicunque  Volumina  tangis, 

His  faltem  vejird  detur  in  urbe  locus. 
£hi6que  magis  faveas  -,  non  funt  hcec  ediia  cb  Illo9 

Sed  quafe  de  domini  funere  rapta  fur. 
^uicquid  in  his  igitur  vitii  rude  car?nen  habcbit 

EmendaturuS)  fi  licuijjtt,  erat.  Trift.  El.  vi. 

Since  therefore  the  Readers  are  not  fo- 
lemnly  invited  to  an  Entertainment,  but 
come  accidentally  ;  they  ought  to  be  contented 
with  what  they  find  :  And  pray  what  have 
they  to  complain  of ,  but  too  great  Varie- 
ty ?  where,  tho*  fome  of  the  Difhes  be  not  fer- 
ved  in  the  exa&eft  Order  and  Politenefs,  but 
hafh'd  up  in  hafte  ;  there  are  a  great  many 
accommodated  to  every  particular  Palate. 

To  like  every  thing,  fhows  too  little 
Delicacy  -,  and  to  like  nothing,  too  much 
Difficulty.  So  great  is  the  Variety  of  this 
Poem,  that  the  Reader,  who  is  never 
pleas'd,  will  appear  as  monflrous,  as  he 
that  is  always  fo.     Here  are  the  Hurries  of 

Battels 
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Battels  for  the  Heroe,  tender  Emotions  oj 
Soul  for  the  Lover,  a  Search  and  Penetratij 
on  into  Nature  for  the  Philofopher  ;  Fluenj 
cy  of  Numbers,  and  moft  expreffive  Figure:; 
for  the  Poet  •,  Morals  for  the  Serious,  and' 
Pkifantries  for  Admirers  of  Points  of  Wit. 

'Tis  certain  a  Poet  is  more  to  be  fuf 
peeled  for  faying  too  much,  than  too  little) 
To  add  is  often  hazardous  ;  but  to  rej 
trench,  commonly  judicious.  If  our  Auj 
thor,  inftead. of  faying  all  he  could,  had  onj 
ly  laid  all  he  mould  -,  Daphne  had  done  well 
to  fly  from  the  God  of  Wit,  in  order  tcj 
crown  his  Poet :  Thus  Ovid  had  been  mod 
honour'd,  and  ador'd  in  his  Exile,  thai 
Auguftus  in  his  Triumphs. 

I  fhall  now  attempt  to  give  fome  Inj 
fiances  of  the  Happinefs,  and  vaft  Extent  o 
our  Author's  Imagination.  I  mail  not  proj 
ceed  according  to  the  Order  of  the  Poem| 
but  rather  tranferibe  fome  Lines  here?  and; 
there,  as  my  Reflection  mail  fuggeit. 

'  j 
Nee  circumfufo  pendebat  in  aere  tellus 

Ponderibus  librata  fuis 

Thus  was  the  State  of  Nature  befori; 
the  Creation :  And  here  it  is  obvious 
that  Ovid  had   a  difcerning  Notion  of  th< 

Gravij 
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Gravitation  of  Bodies.  'Tis  now  demon- 
ftrated,  that  every  Part  of  Matter  tends  to 
every  Part  of.  Matter  with  a  Force,  which  is 
always  in  a  direct  fimple  Proportion  of  the 
Quantity  of  the  Matter,  and  an  inverfe  du- 
plicate Proportion  of  the  Diflance ;  which 
Tendency,  or  Gravitating  is  conftant,  and 
univerfal.  This  Power,  whatever  it  be,  act- 
ing always  prcportionably  to  the  folid  Con- 
tent of  Bodies,  and  never  in  any  proportion 
to  their  Superficies  \  cannot  be  explained  by 
any  material  Impulfe.  For  the  Laws  of  Im- 
pulfe  are  phyfically  neceflary :  There  can  be 
no  cwV s^cnov,  or  arbitrary  Principle,  in  meer 
Matter  •,  its  Parts  cannot  move,  unlefs  they 
be  mov'd  ;  and  cannot  do  otherwife,  when 
prefs'd  on  by  other  Parts  in  Motion  •,  and 
therefore  'tis  evident  from  the  following 
Lines,  that  Ovid  ftridtiy  adher'd  to  the  Opi- 
nion of  the  moft  difcerning  Philofophers, 
who  taught  that  all  things  were  form'd  by  a 
wife,  and  intelligent  Mind. 

fuffit  &  extendi  camps-,  fubfidere  valles^ 
Fronde  tegl  fjlvas 

-    The  Fiat  of  the  Hebrew  Law-giver  is.  not 
more  fublime,    than,  the  JuJJit  of  the  Latin, 

Poet, 
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Poet,  who  goes  on  in  the  fame  Elevated,'  and  j 
Philofophical  Style. 

His  fuper  i?npofuit  liquidum  &  gravitate  car ent em 

/Ether  a * 

Here  the  Author  fpreads  a  thin  Veil  of 
JEther  over  his  Infant  Creation;    and  tho' 
his  afferting  the  upper  Region  to  be  void 
of  Gravitation,    may  not,  in  a  Mathemati- 
cal Rigour,  be  true  ;  yet  'tis  found  from  the  I 
Natural  Enquiries  made  fince,  and  efpecially 
from  the  learned  Dr.  Halley's  Difcourfe  '  on  \ 
the  Barometer  j  that  if,  on  the  Surface  of  the  j 
Earth,  an  Inch  of  Quickfilver  in  the  Tube! 
be  equal  to  a  Cylinder  of  Air  of  300  Foot,j 
it  will  be  at  a  Mile's  height  equal  to  a  Cy-j 
linder  of  Air  of  2700000  :  and  therefore  the 
Air  at  fo  great  a  Diftance  from  the  Earth, 
muft  be  rarify'd  to  fo  great  a  Degree,  that 
the  Space  it  fills  muft  bear  a  very  fmall  Pro- 
portion  to    that  which  is   intirely    Void  of 
Matter. 

I   think,     we    may  -be    confident    from 
what    already    appears,    as    well    as    from 
what    our   Author    has  writ  on  the  Roman 
Feafts,   that  he  cou'd  not   be  totally  igno-j 
rant   of    Aftronomy.       Some    of   the  Cri-  \, 
ticks  wou'd   infiriuate  from    the  following! 

Lines,  i 
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Lines,  that  he  miftook   the  Annual  Motion 
of  the  Sun  for  the  Diurnal. 

Seftus  in  sbliquum .  Met.  B.  z. 

Though  the  Sun  be  always  in  one  or  other 
of  the  Signs  of  the  Zodiack,  and  never  goes  by 
either  Motion  more  Northward,  or  South- 
ward, than  is  here  defcrib'd  ;  Yet  Phaeton 
being  defign'd  to  drive  the  Chariot  but  one 
Day,  ought  to  have  been  directed  in  the 
jEquator,  or  a  Circle  Parallel  to  it,  and 
not  round  the  other  Oblique  one  of  the 
Ecliptick  :  a  Degree  of  which,  and  that 
by  a  Motion  contrary  to  the  Diurnal,  he 
was  obliged  to  go  in  that  length  of  Time. 

I  am  inclin'd  to  think,  that  Ovid  had  fo 
great  an  Attention  to  Poetical  Embellifh- 
ments,  that  he  voluntarily  declin'd  a  flrict 
Obfervance  of  any  Aftronomical  Syflem.  For 
tho'  that  Science  was  far  from  being  neglected 
in  former  Ages  -,  yet  the  Progrefs  which  was 
made  in  it,  by  no  means  equall'd  that  of  our 
prefent.Time. 

Lucretius,  tho'  in  other  things  moil  pene- 
trating,, .defcribes  the  Sun  fcarce  bigger,  than 
he  appears  to  the  Eye. 

Nee 
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fjec  nhnlo  foils  major  rota,  nee  minor  ardor 
EJfe  poiefi)  no/iris  quam  fenfibus  ejj'e  videtur. 

And  Homer,  imagining  the  Seats  of  the 
Gods  above    the  fix'd  Stars,  reprefents    the 
falling    of  Vulcan   from   thence  to  the    IfhJ 
of    Lemmsy    to    continue   during    a    whole ' 

Day. 

jjidwwmQV  si  An{Xi>& .  II.  B.  i.  • 

The  Greek  Poet  aims  here  to  give  a  fur- 
prifing  Idea  of  the  height  of  the  Celeflial 
Manfions  :  but  if  the  Computation  of  a  mo- 
dern Aflronomer  be  true,  they  are  at  fo  much 
a  greater  Diftance,  that  Vulcan  wou'd  have 
been  more  Years  in  falling,  than  he  was  Mi- 
nutes. 

But  left  I  fhou'd  exceed  the  ufual  Length 
of  a  Preface,  I  fhall  now  give  fome  Inftances 
of  the  Propriety  of  our  Author's  Similes,  and 
Epithets  -,  the  Perfpicuity  of  his  Allegories  ; 
the  Infinitive  Excellence  of  the  Morals  -y 
the  peculiar  happy  Turn  of  his  Fancy  ;  and 
fhall  begin  with  the  Elegance  of  his  De- 
fcriptions. 

~~Madidis 
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Madidls  Notus  evolat  alls, 
Terribikm  plced  teSfus  caligine  vultum* 
Barba  gravis  nimbis,  canis  fluit  unda  capillls9 
Front e  fedent  nebulcz,  rorant  pennaque,  fmufque. 

Sternuntur  fegetes,  &  deplorata  colsni 

Vota  jacent,  longique  labor  perk  trritus  annl. 

Met.  B.  r. 

Thefe  Lines  introduce  thofe  of  the  De- 
luge, which  are  alfo  very  Poetical,  and 
worthy  to  be  compar'd  with  the  next,  con- 
cerning the  Golden  Age. 

Sine  militis  ufu 


Mollia  fecura  peragebant  otla  gentes. 
Ipfa  quoque  im?nunis  rajlroque  intaEla^  nee  ullis 
Saucia  vomeribus,  per  fe  dabat  omnia  tellns. 
Contentique  cibis^  nulla  cogente,  creath^ 
Arbuteos  fcetus^  montanaque  fraga  legebant^ 
Et  qua  deciderant  patuld  Jovis  arbor e  glandes. 
Ver  erat  <zternu?ny  placidlque  tepentlbus  auris 
Mulcebant  Zepbyri  natos  fine  femine  Jlores. 

Virgil  has  alfo  touch'd  upon  the  fame 
Subject  in  the  end  of  the  Second  Gcor- 
gich 

Vol.  I.  B  Aureus 
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Aureus  banc  vitam  in  terris  Saturnus  agebat, 
Nee  dum  etlam  audlerant  inflari  claffca,  nee  dum 
Impefttos  duris  crepitare  ineudibus  enfes. 

And  again 
Primus  ab  atherto  venit  Saturnus  Olympo 

Aurea^  qua  per  hi  bent,  ilk  fub  rege  fuerunt 
8  acuta  :  fie  placidd  populos  in  pace  regebat. 

Mh.  B.  8. 1.319. 

Some  of  the  Lines,  a  lhtle  foreign  to 
the  prefent  Subject,  are  omitted  *,  but 
I  fhall  make  the  moft  admirable  Author 
amends  by  tranferibing  at  length  his  next 
Defcription.  'Tis  of  a  Stag,  which  gave 
the  firft  Occafion  to  the  War  betwixt  the 
Trojans  and  the  Rutulians:  I  chufe  this, 
becaufe  my  Defign  is  to  have  thefe  two 
great  Poets  feen  together,  where  the  Sub- 
ject happens  to  be  almoft  the  fame,  tho* 
the  Nature  of  the  Poems  be  very  diffe- 
rent. 

Cervus  er at  forma  prajtanti,  fcf  cornibus  ingens, 
Vjrrheida  pueri  quern  matris  ab  ubere  raptum 
Nutribant,  Tyrrheufqut  pater,  cui  regia  parent 
Armenia,  &  late  cufiodia  credita  campi. 

AJfuetum 
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AJfuetum  imperils  foror  omni  Sylvia  curd 
Mollibus  intexens  ornabat  cornua  fertis : 
Peclebatque  ferum,  puroque  in  fonte  lavabat. 
Ille  tnan&m  pattern,  menfaque  ajfuetus  berili 

Errabat  jylvis , 

&n.  B.  7.  1.  483, 

^  The  Image  which  Ovid  gives  of  the  Favou- 
rite Stag  (lain  accidentally  by  Cyparijjiis* 
feems  not  of  lefs  Dignity. 

Ingens  cervus  erat,  latc'que  patentibus  alias 
Ipfo  fuo  capiti  pratbebat  cornibus  umbras  :  1 
Cornua  fulgebant  euro,  demiffaque  in  armos 
Pendebant  tereti  gemmata  monilia  collo. 
Bulla  fuper  frontem  parvis  argent ea  loris 
Vincfa  movebatur:  parilique  ex  <ere  nitebant 
Auribus  in  geminis  circum  cava  tempora  bacca. 
Ifque  metu  vacuus,  naturalique  pavore 
Depofito,  celebrare  domos,  mulcendaque  colla 
Quamlibet  ignotis  manibus  prabere  folebat. 
Gratus  erat  Cypariffe  tibi,  Tu  pabula  cervum 
Ad  nova,  tu  liquidi  ducebas  fontis  ad  undam. 

Tu  modo  texebas  varios  per  cornua  fores: 
Nunc,  eques  in  tergo  reftdens,   hue  latus  V  illut] 
Molhapurpureisfranabas  or  a  capifris. 

B  *  II 
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In  the  following  Lines,  Ovid  defcribes 
the  watry  Court  of  the  River  Peneus,  which 
the  Reader  may  compare  with  Virgil's  Sub- 
terranean Grott  of  Cyrene  the  Naiad,  Mo- 
ther to  Arift&us. 

Eft  nanus  Hamonia,  prarupta  quod  undique  claudit 
Silva :  vacant  Tempe,  per  quce  Pen'ius  ah  imo 
Mffufus  Pindo  Jpumofis  volvitur  und.is  : 
Dejecluque  gravi  tenues  agitantia  femes 
Nubila  conducit,  fummafque  afpergine  fylvas 
Impluit,  &f  fonitu  plus  quam  vidua  fatigat. 
Hac  domus,  ha  fides?  hac  funt  penetralia  magni 
Amnis:  in  hoc  refidens  facia  de  cautibus  antra 
VndisjurA  dabai,  Nymphifque  calentihus  Midas. 
Conveniunt  illuc  popular ia  flumina  primum, 
Nefcia  gratentur,  confolenturve  parentem, 
Populifer  Spercheos,  &  irrequietus  Enipeus, 
Eridanufquefenex,  lenifque  Amphryfos,   &  Mas  ; 
Moxque  amnes  alii,  qui,    qua  tulit  impetus  illos, 
In  mare  deducunt  feffas  erroribus  undas. 

Met.  B.  i. 

Tri/lis  Ariftaus  Penei  genitoris  ad  undam 
Stat  lacrymans ! 

Jamque    domum     mirans    genetricis ,     &    humida 

regna, 
Speluncifque  lacus  claufos,  lucofque  fonantes, 
r  /bat; 
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Mat ;  fcf  ingenti  moiti  Jlupefaclus  aquarum. 
Omnia  fub  magna  labentia  flumine  terra 
Speclabat  diverfa  locis,  Phafimque,  Lycumque, 
Et  caput,  unde  altus  primum  fe  erwnpit  EmpeuSj 
Unde  pater  Tiberinus,  &f  unde  Aniena  fluent  a  ^ 
Et  gemina  auratus  taurino  cornua  vultu 
Eridanus,  quo  non  alius  per  pinguid  culta 
hi  mare  purpureum  videntior  influit  annis. 

G.  B.  4. 

The  Divine  Poet  goes  on  in  Pomp  of 
Numbers,  and  eafy  Magnificence  of  Words9 
'till  he  introduces  the  Story  of  Orphan 
and  Eurydice  ;  in  the  Narration  of  which, 
Jie  is  as  much  fuperior  to  Ovid,  as  the 
Reeds  of  his  own  Maniuan  Shepherds  are 
lefs  Mufical,  than  the  Lyre  of  Orpheus. 

That  I  may  not  be  too  long  on  this  Ar- 
ticle, I  mail  recommend  to  the  Reader, 
Ovid's  admirable  defcription  of  kSleep 

"  ■     .  Eft  prope  Cimmerios —        Met.  B.  ix. 

That  of  Hunger 

« Eft x  locus  extremis  Scythia B.  8. 


That  of  the  Plague 

— —  Dira  lues — B.  7. 


That  of  Fame 

Or  be   locus  medio  eft ■  B.  12» 


B  3  Virgit- 
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Virgil  has  alfo  touch'd  on  the  two  laft ; 
in  the  one  he  had  Lucretius  in  View  -,  in 
the  other  Homer :  and  I  think  it  will  not  be 
to  the  Difadvantage  of  our  Author  to  appear 
at  the  fame  time. 

There  are  many  other  Defcriptions  fcat- 
ter'd  in  the  Metamorphofes,  which  for  juft 
Expreffion  of  Nature,  and  Majeftick  Modu- 
lation of  Words,  are  only  Inferior  to  thofe 
already  tranfcrib'd,  as  they  are  fhorter; 
which  makes  the  Objection,  that  his  Diclion 
is  commonly  loitering  into  Profe,  a  greal  deal 
too  fevere. 

The  Metamorphofes  muft  be  confider'd,  as 
is  obferv'd  before,  very  uncorrecl: ;  and  Vir- 
gil\  Works  as  finifh'd :  tho'  his  own  Mo- 
deHy  would  not  allow  the  Aineids  to  be  fo. 
It  feems  it  was  harder  for  him  to  pleafe  him- 
felf,  than  his  Readers.  His  Judgment  was 
certainly  great,  nor  was  his  Vivacity  of  Ima- 
gination lefs  ;  for  the  firft  without  the  laft 
is  too  heavy,  and  like  a  Drefs  without  Fan- 
cy -,  and  the  laft  without  the  firft  is  too  gay, 
and  but  all  Trimming. 

Our  Author's  Similitudes  are  next  to 
be  confider'd,  which  are  always  remark- 
ably fhort,  and  convey  fome  pleafmg  Idea 
to  the  Imagination.  'Tis  in  this  Branch 
of  the   Poem,    that   he   has   difcover'd  as 

juft 
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juft  a  Judgment,  as  any  of  the  Claflick» 
whatever.  Poets  to  give  a  Loofe  to  a 
warm  Fancy,  are  generally  too  apt,  not  only 
to  expatiate  in  their  Simile's,  but  introduce 
them  too  frequently;  by  doing  the  firft, 
they  detain  the  Attention  too  long  from  the 
principal  Narration  ;  and  by  the  latter,  they 
make  too  frequent  Breaches  in  the  Unity  of 
the  Poem. 

Thefe  two  Errors  Ovid  has  moft  difcern- 
ingly  avoided.  How  fhort,  and  fignificant 
are  generally  his  Comparifons!  he  fails  not, 
in  thefe,  to  keep  a  ftiff  Rein  on  a  High- 
mettled  Pegafus  \  and  takes  care  not  to  fur- 
feit  here,  as  he  had  done  on  other  Heads, 
by  an  erroneous  Abundance, 

His  Simile's  are  thicker  fown  by  much 
in  the  Fable  of  Salmacisr  and  Hermaphro- 
dites, than  in  any  other  Book*  but  always 
fhort. 

The  Nymph  clafps  the  Youth  clofe  to  her 
Bread,  and  both  infenfibly  grow  one. 

,* — Velut  Jt  quis  conduSfo  cortice  ramos 
Crefcendo  jungly  tariterque  adolefcere  ctrnat. 

Met.  B.  4-: 

Again,  as  Atalanta  reddens  in  the  Race 
with  Hippmenesy 

B  4  Inquc 
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Jnque  puellari  corpus  candore  ruborem 

Traxerat :  baud  a  liter  quam  cum  fuper  atria  velum 

Candida  purpureum  fimulatas  inficit  umbras. 

Met.  B.  io. 

Philomela's  Tongue  feem'd  to  move  after 
it  was   cut  out  by  Tereus. 

TJtque  falire  fold  mutilate  cauda  colubra^ 
Falpitat ■ , Met.  B.  6. 

Cadmus  fows  the  Dragon's  Teeth,  and  the 
Sons  of  the  Earth  rife  gradually. 

Inde  fide  majus  glehce  cepere  mover  i; 

Primaque  dc  fulcis  acies  apparuit  hajla  ; 

Tegmina  mox  capitum  piclo  nutantia  conoy 

Mox  humeri,  peclufque — — 

Sic  ubi  tolluntur  feftis  aulcea  theatris 

Surgere  figna  folent,  primumque  oftenderc  vultum9 

C cetera  paulatim^  placidoque  educla  tenore 

Tota  patent,  imoque  pedes  in  margine  ponunt. 

Met.  B.  3. 

The  Objection  to  Ovid,  that  he  never 
knows  when  to  give  over,  is  too  manifefl. 
Tho'  he  frequently  expatiates  on  the  fame 
Thought,  in  different  Words  ;  yet  in  his 
Simile's,     that     Exuberance     is     avoided. 

There 
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There  is  in  them  all,  a  Simplicity,  and  a. 
Confinement  to  the  prefent  Object ;  always 
a  Fecundity  of  Fancy,  but  rarely  an  In- 
temperance :  nor  do  I  remember  he 
has  err'd  above  once  by  an  ill-judg'd  Su- 
perfluity. After  he  has  defcrib'd  the  La- 
byrinth built  by  D&dalus,  he  compares  it 
thus, 

N on  f ecus  ac  iiquidus  Phrygiis  Mceandros  in  arvir 
Ludit,  &f  ambiguo  lapfu  refiuitque,  fiuitque ; 
Et  nunc  ad  fontcs,  nunc  ad  mare  verfus  apertum 
Incertas  exercet  aquas Met.  B.  8» 

He  mould  have  ended  at  the  clofe  of  the 
Second  Line,  as   Virgil  mould  have  done  at- 
the  End  of  the  Fourth  in  his  noble  Simile, 
where  Dido  proceeds  to  the  Temple  with  her 
Court  about  her,- 

Qualis  in  Eurota  ripis,  aut  per  juga-Cynthi 
Exercet  Diana  chores,  quarn  mille  fecuta 
Hinc,  at  que  hinc  glomerantur  Oreades,ilIapbaretram 
FerthumerO)  gradimfque  Deas  fupereminet  omnes: 
Latome  taciturn  per  tent  ant  gaudia  peclus. 

/En.  B.  4. 

I  fee  no  Reafon  for  the  laft  Line :    Tho' 
the  Poet    be  juftly  celebrated  for  a   moil:': 
B  5  confummate- 
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confummate  Judgment,  yet  by  an  Endeavour 
to  imitate  Homer's  Simile's,  he  is  not  only 
very  long,  but  by  introducing  feveral  Cir- 
cumflances,  he  fails  of  an  applicable  Relation 
betwixt  the  principal  Subject,  and  his  new- 
Ideas.  He  fometimes  think  fit  to  work  in- 
to the  Piece  fome  differing  Embroidery, which, 
tho'  very  rich,  yet  makes  at  beft  but  glorious 
Patch-work.  I  really  believe  his  excellent 
Poem  had  not  been  the  lefs  fo>  if,  in  this  Ar- 
ticle, he  had  thought  fit  to  have  walk'd  on 
m  his  own  regular  and  Majeftick  Grace, 
rather  than  have  been  hurry'd  forward 
through  broken  By-ways  by  his  blind 
Guide. 

I  fhall  tranfcribe  one  of  his  Simile's  which, 
is  not  cull'd  out,  but  exa&ly  of  the  fame  Tex- 
ture with  all  the  reft  in  the  four  laft  Books  of 
the  JEneids». 

Zturmti  leaps  in  Fury  from  his  Chariots 

Ac  veluti  mantis  faxum  de  vertice  praceps 
Cum  ruit  avulfum  vento,  feu  turbidus  imber 
Proluit,  aut  annis  filvit  fublapfa  vetujias, 
Fertur  in  abruptum  magna  mom  improbus  aclu9 
Exultatque  /oh,  fyhas,  armwta>  <virofque 
Involvens  fccum—--  ^n«  B-12'  *•  684°~ 

~       It 
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It  does  not  feem  to  be  at  all  Material, 
ther  the   Rock  was  blown  or  wafn'd  c 
by    Wind    or    Rain,    or    undermiiAl 
Time. 

But  to  return  to  Ovid ;  the  Reader  may 
take  Notice  how  unforc'd  his  Compliments^ 
and  how  natural  his  Transitions  generally  are. 
With  how  much  Eafe  does  he  Aide  into  fome 
new  Circumftance,  without  any  Violation  of 
the  Unity  of  the  Story  !  The  Texture  is  fo 
artful,  that  it  may  be  compared  to  the 
Work  of  his  own  Arachne^  where  the  Shade 
dies  fo  gradually,  and  the  Light  revives 
fo  imperceptibly,  diat  it  is  hard  to  tell 
where  the  one  ceaies,  and  the  other  be- 
gins. 

When  he  is  going  of?  from  the  Story  of 
Apollo ',  and  Daphne  ;  how  happily  does  he 
introduce  a  Compliment  to  the  Roman  Con- 
querors ! 

»     ■  ■     ■■  Et  con'jux  quonlam  me  a  nonpotes  ejfey 


Arbor  ens  eerie > 

Tu  Dud  bus  latis  aderis,  cum  testa  iriumphum 
Vox  canety  £sf  longa  infent  Capitclia  pompes. 
Poftibus Augujlls  eadem  fidljfima  cvjios 
Ante  fores  Jlabis  i  mediamquz  tuebere  quercutn. 

Met;  B. 


He: 
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He  compliments  Auguftus  upon  the  Af- 
fignation  of  Julius  \  and,  by  way  of  Si- 
mile, takes  the  Opportunity  from  the  Hor- 
ror that  the  Barbarity  of  Lycaon  gave. 


Sic  cum  manus  impia  favit 


Sanguine  Ctsjareo  Romanum  extinguere  nomen,  &c. 

Julius  is  deify'd,  and  looks  down  on  his 
adopted  Son. 

• — *• Natique  videns  benefacla,  fatetur 

EJfe  fuis  major -a ,  &  vinci  gaudet  ab  illo. 

Met.  B.  15,- 

And  immediately  follows, 

Hie  fua  praferri  quanquam  vet  at  acla  paternis9 
Libera  Jama  tamen^  nullijque  obnoxia  jujjis. 
In<uitum  prajert-  — - 

The  Author  in  the  two  firit  Lines  mows 
"the  affectionate  Condefcenfion  of  the  Father; 
in  the  three  laft,  the  pious  Gratitude  of  the 
Son. 

The  Compliments  to  Auguftus-  are  very 
frequent  in  the  laft  Book  of  the  Meta- 
morpbofes  ;■  as  thofe  to  the  fame  Emperor 
are   in  the  Georgicks  of  Virgil,  which  alio- 

ftrike 
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ftrike   the  Imagination   by   their  agreeable 
Flattery. 

Hac  fuper  arvorum  cu/tu,  pecorumque  canebam^ 
Et  fuper  arboribus  \  Ctzfar  dum  magnus  ad  altum 
Fulminat  Eupbratem  bello,  viftorque  volentes 
Per  popidos  da t jura >  viamque  affeftat  Olympo. 

Q.  u 

Again  on  Julius^ 

lmperium  Oceano^  famam  qui  terminet  ajlrls 
Julius JEn,  B.  r  • . 

The  Compliments  have  a  great  Sublimity, 
and  are  worthy  of  the  Grandeur  of  the  He- 
roes, and  the  Wit  of  the  Poet. 

Ovid  as  much  deferves  Praife  for  faying 
a  great  deal  in  a  little,  as  Cenfure-for  faying 
a  little  in  a  great  deal.  None  of  the  Claffick 
Poets  had  the  Talent  of  exprefTing  himfelf 
with  more  Force,  and  Perfpicuity. 

Phaeton  defires  fome  Pledge  of  his  Father's 
Tendernefs,  and  asks  to  be  trufted  with  his 
Chariot.     He  anfwers, 

Pignora  certapetis-a  do  pignora  certa  timendo. 

Met.  B.  2. 

How- 
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However,  the  latter  complies  with  hi* 
Importunity  y  the  Confequence  is  fatal,  the 
World  is  let  on  Fire,  even  the  Rivers  feel 
the  force  of  the  Conflagration,  The  Tagut 
boyls^ 

.  Fluit  ignihus  Aurum* 

The  Nile  retreatsr 
Occuluit que  caputs  quod  adhuc  Utet 

Xanthus  is  parch'd  up, 
Arjurufque  iterum  Xanthus 

The  Poet's  Fancy  is  here  full  of  Energy,  as: 
well  as  in  the  following  Lines.  Apollo  courts 
Daphne,  and  promifes  himfelf  Succefs*  but 
is  difappointed, 

^uodque  cupit,fperat\  fuaque  il/um  0raculafalluni9 

And  again, 
The  River  Achelous  combats  Hercules,  and' 
affumes  feveral  Shapes  in  vain,  then  puts  on 
at  laft  that  of  a  Snake  \   the  Heroe  fmiles- 
in  Contempt. 

Cunarum  labor  efl  angues  fuperare  nuarum. 

9mA 
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Ovid  never  excels  himfelf  fo  much,  as- 
when  he  takes  Occafion  to  touch  upon  the 
PafTion  of  Love  ;  all  Hearts  are  in  a  man- 
ner fenfible  of  the  fame  Emotions  ;  and, 
like  Inftruments  tiin'd  Unifons,  if  a  String 
of  any  one  of  them  be  ftruck,  the  reft  by 
confent,  vibrate. 

Proem  is  jealous  of  Cephalus  ;  fhe  endea- 
vours to  be  confirm'd  in  her  Fears,  bus 
hopes  the  contrary, 

Speratgut  miferrima  fallu 


The  next  is  not  lefs  Natural; 
_ m Sed  cunfta  timemus  amantes. 

Byblis  is  in  love  with  Caunus.  The  Strug- 
gle is  betwixt  her  unlawful  Flame,  and  her 
Honour. 

She's  all  Confufion  at  the  Thoughts  of 
difcovering  her  PaiTion — 

»■       "  miferere  fatentls  amor  em. 

She  attempts  to  write, 

Incipit  &  dubiiat:  fcribitr  damnatque  tabelhs^ 
Mi  noiaty  &  dekt;  mutat7  culpatque  probatque* 

In- 
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In  the  End,  Inclination,  as  it  does  always?, 
gets  the  better  of  Difcretion. 


This  laft  Fable  mows  how  touchingly  the 
Poet  argues  in  Love  Affairs,  as  well  as  thofe 
of  Medea,  and  Scylla.  The  two  laft  are  left 
by  their  Heroes,  and  their  Reflections  are 
very  Natural,  and  Affecting.  Ovid  feem'd 
here  to  have  had  Virgil's  Paffion  of  Dido  in 
his  Eye,  but  with  this  Difference  ;  the  one 
had  conversed  much  with  Ladies,  and  knew 
they  lov'd  to  talk  a  great  deal  :  The  other 
confider'd  no  lefs,  what  was  natural  for  them 
to  fay,  than  what  became  them  to  fay. 

Virgil  has,  through  the  whole  Manage- 
ment of  this  Rencounter,  difcover'd  a  moil 
fminYd  Judgment.  JEneas,  like  other  Men, , 
likes  for  Convenience,  and  leaves  for  greater. . 
Dido,  like  other  Ladies,  refents  the  Neglect, 
enumerates  the  Obligations  the  Lover  is 
under,  upbraids  him  with  Ingratitude,  threat- 
ens him  with  Revenge,  then  by  and  by  fub- 
mits,  begs  for  Compaffion,  and  has  recourfe 
to  Tears, 

It    appears  from    this   Piece,-   that  Virgil' 
was  a   difcerning  Mafter  in  the  Paffion  of 
Love  :   And  they  that  confider  the  Spirit, 

and 
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and   Turn    of  that    inimitable    Line. 

Qui  B avium  non  odit cannot  doubt  but  he 

had  an  equal  Talent  for  Satyr. 

Nor  does  the  Genius  of  Ovid  more  exert 
on  the  Subject  of  Love,  than  on  all  others. 
In  the  Contention  of  Ajax^  UlyJJes  his  Elo- 
cution is  moft  nervous,  and  perfuading. 
Where  he  endeavours  to  difluade  Mankind 
from  indulging  carnivorous  Appetites  in  his 
Pythagorean  Philofophy,  how  emphatical  is 
his  Reafoning  \ 

ghtid  me  rue  re  boves,  animal  fine  fraude^  ddifque, 
Innocuum^  fimplex,  natu?n  tolerare  laborcm  ? 
lmmemor  eft  demum,  nee  frugum  ?nunere  dignus 
£{ui  potuit  curvi  dempto  modo  ponder e  aratri 
Ruricolam  mac! are  fuum .  Met .  B.  1 5 . 

I  think  Agricolam  had  been  flronger,  but  the 
Authority  of  Manufcripts  does  not  warrant 
that  Emendation. 

Through  the  whole  Texture  of  this  Work, 
Ovid  difcovers  the  higheft  Humanity,  and  a 
moft  exceeding  good  Nature.  The  Virtuous 
in  Diftrefs  are  always  his  Concern  ;  and  his 
Wit  contrives  to  give  them  an  Immortality 
with  himfelf. 


He 
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He  fecms  to  have  taken  the  moft  Pains  in 
the  Firft,  and  Second  Book  of  xhe  Metamor- 
porfes,  though  the  Thirteenth  abounds  with 
Sentiments  moft  moving,  and  with  ca- 
lamitous Incidents,  introduced  with  great 
Art.  The  Poet  had  here  in  View,  the  Tra- 
gedy of  Hecuba  in  Euripides  \  and  'tis  a 
wonder,  it  has  never  been  attempted  in  our 
own  Tongue.  The  Houfe  of  Priam  is  de- 
flroy'd,  his  Royal  Daughter  a  Sacrifice  to  the 
Manes  of  him  that  occafion'd  it.  She  is  forc'd 
from  the  Arms  of  her  unhappy  Friends,  and 
hurry'd  to  the  Altar,  where  me  behaves  her| 
felf  with  a  Decency  becoming  her  Sex,  and  aJ 
Magnanimity  equal  to  her  Blood,  and  fa| 
very  affecting,  that  even  the  Prieft  wept» 

-    .   —Ipfe  etiamfiens,  inviiuf que  facer dos^  &c. 

She  mows   no   Concern  at  approaching; 
Death,  but  on  the  Account  of  her  old,  un- 
fortunate Mother, 

Mors  tantum  vellem  matrem  mea  fatter e  pojjit. 
Materjobeft)  minuitqut  necis  mea  gaudia  ;    quamvu\ 
Nen  mea  mors  illi^   verumfua  vita  gemenda  ejr. 

Then 
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•Then  begs  her  Body  may  be  deliver'd  to 
her  without  Ranfom, 


<Genetrici  corpus  inemptum 


i  Reddlte\  neve  auro  redimat  jus  trljle  fepulchri, 

'  Sed  lacrymis :  tunc,  cum  poterat,  redimebat  &  auro* 

The   unhappy  Queen  laments  me  is  not 
able  to  give  her  Daughter  royal  Burial, 

Ron  bac  ejifirtuna  domus     •     ■    > 


Then  takes  the  Body  in  her  decrepid 
Arms,  and  halts  to  the  Sea  to  walh  off  the 
Blood, 


Ad  Situs  pajju  procejjit  aniVt 


Albentes  lanlata  comas. 


The  animated  Thoughts,  and  lively 
Images  of  this  Poem,  are  numerous.  None 
ever  painted  more  to  the  Life,  than  our 
Author,  tho'  feveral  Grotefque  Figures  are 
now  and  then  feen  in  the  fame  Groupe. 
The  moft  plentiful  Seafon,  that  gives  Birth 
to  the  finefl  Flowers,  produces  alfo  the 
ranked  Weeds.  Ovid  has  mown  in  one 
Line,    the    brighteft     Fancy,    fometimes ; 

and 
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and    in    the    next,     the    pooreft    Affecta- 
tion. 

Venus  makes  Court  to  Adonis, 


-Etei 


Opportuna  fud  blandiiur  Pcpulus  umhrd\ 
Et  requievit  bu?no  ->  prejfitque  £sf  gramm  &  ipfiim. 

Met.  B.  i  o.  1.  556. 

Phvbus  requeft  Phaeton  to  defift  from  his 
Requefl. 


Con /Mis,  non  cur ft 'bus  utere  no/iris. 


Cceneus    in    the    Battle   of   the   Centaurs 
wounds  Latreus  in  feveral  Places. 

Vulnufque  in  vulncre  fecit. 


Thefe  are  fome  of  our  Poet's  Boyifmsv 
There  is  another  Affectation,  calPd  by  Qmri~ 
tilian  ,O£u'/x°l,?0V>-  or  a  witty  Folly,  which 
wou'd  not  have  appear'd  quite  fo  trifling,  had 
it  been  lefs  frequent. 

Medea  perfuades  the  Daughters  of  Pelias  to 
kill  their  Father,  in  order  to  have  his  Youth 
renew'd.  She,  that  loves  him  befb,  gives  the 
firft  Wound, 

Ed 


PREFACE.         xxix 

Et,  ne  fit  feeler -ata,  facit  fcelus  Met.  B.  7. 

Althea  is  enrag'd  at  her  Son  Meleager,  and 
to  do  Juftice  to  the  Manes  of  his  Brothers, 
deftroys  him, 

Impietate  pia  eft  >    ■  — — 

:  Envy  enters  Athens,  and  beholds  the  flou- 
jrifhing  Condition  of  the  City, 

Vixque  tenet  lacrymas,  quia  nil  lacry mobile  cernit. 

Ovid  was  much  too  fond  of  fuch  Witti- 
cifms,  which  are  more  to  be  wonder'd  at, 
becaufe  they  were  not  the  Fafhion  of  that 
Age,  as  Punns,  and  Quibbles  are  of  this. 
Virgil,  as  I  remember,  is  not  found  trifling 
in  this  Manner  above  once,  or  twice. 
> 

mfuealion  vacuum  lapides  jaclavit  in  orbem9 

Unde  homines  nati,  durum  genus G.  B.  1.  1.  63. 

Juno  is  in  Indignation  at  Apneas  upon  his 
Arrival  in  Italy. 

Num  capti  potuere  capi  ?  num  incenfa  cremavit 
Troja  vivos  ?>         ■   -  JEn.  7.  1.  295. 

The 
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The  Poet  is  fo  far  fromaffe&ing  this  fort 
of  "Wit,  that  he  rarely  ventures  on  fo  fpi- 
rited  a  Turn  of  Fancy,  as  in  thefe  follow- 
ing Inftances.  .  J 

Juno  upbraids  Venus  and  Cupid \  Ironically,  i 
that  two  Deities  cou'd  be  able  to  get  the  bet-  j 
ter  of  one  weak  Woman. 


Memorabile  nomtn^ 


Una  dole  Divum  ft  fosmina  vifta  duorutn  eft. 

JEn.  B.  4. 1.  95. 

Euryalus,     going   upon    an    Enterprife, 
exprefles    his    Concern    for    his   furviving 
Mother,    if   he  fhou'd   fall,    and    recom 
mends  her  to  the  Care  of  Afcanm,    who 
Anfwers, 

Namque  erii  ifta  mlhl  genitrix,  nomenque  Creufa 
Solum  defuerit    ■ 

Venus  is  importunate  in  her  Sollicitations 
to  Vulcan,  to  make  Armour  for  her  Son 
He  Anfwers, 


>AbJifte  precando 


Viribm  indubitare  tuts  ■»]  JEn.  B.  7. 

At  the  firft  Kindling  of  DM%  Paffion,  he 
has  this  moft  natural  Thought, 

•—///««I 
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•  Ilium  abfens  abfentem  auditque  videtque. 

But  to  return  to  Ovid ;  tho'  I  cannot  vin- 
dicate him  for  his  Points,  I  fhall  endeavour 
to  mollify  his  Criticks,  when  they  give  him 
no  quarter  for  his  Didtion,  and  attack  him 
ifo  inflexibly  for  ending  his  Lines  with  Mo- 

inofyllables,  as ft  quis ft  non,  &fo 

.and  as  I  think  he  cannot  be  excus'd  more  ad- 
jvantageoully,  than  by  affirming,  that  where 
he  has  done  it  once,  Virgil  has  twenty  times 

&  cum  G.  i. 

ft  quis  G.  2.\ 

— nee  dum  G.  2. 

ft  quam  /En,  r. 

ft  quis  J£n.  7. 

"— —  i#n  bos  /En,  1 2, 

nunc  nunc  — —  iffc. 

There  are  a  great  many  Endings  of  Lines 
in  this  manner,  and  more  indeed  than  feems 
ponfiftent  with  the  Majefty  of  Heroick  Verfe. 
ivVhen  Lines  are  defign'd  to  be  fermoni  pro- 
liores,  this  Liberty  may  be  allowable,  but 
lot  fo  when  the  Subject  requires  more  fono- 
pus  Numbers.  Virgil  feems  to  endeavour  to 
fceep  up  his  Verification  to  an  Harmonious 

Dignity  -9 
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Dignity  ;  and  therefore,  when  fit  Words  do 

not  offer  with  fome  Eafe,  he'll  rather  break  off 

M'm  an  Hemiftick,  than  that  the  Line  fhou'd 

'be  lazy,  and  languid.     He  well  knew,  how 

^elTential  it  was  in  Poetry  to  flatter  the  Ear  -, 

and  at  the  fame  time  was  fenfible,   that  this 

Organ   grows  tir'd  by  a  conflant  Attention 

to  the  fame  Harmony  -,    and   therefore    he 

endeavour'd  now  and  then  to  relieve  it  by 

a  Cadence  of  Paufes,    and  a  Variation  of 

Meafures. 

! 

Jmphion  Dircaus  in  Aftao  Aracyntho.       Ed.  2.  j 

This  Line  feems  not  tuneful  at  the  firfl  j 
hearing  -,  but  by  Repetition,  it  reconciles  it-  j 
felf,  and  has  the  fame  Effedt  with  fome  Com-  j 
pofitions  of  Mufick,  which  are  at  the  firftj 
Performance  tirefome,  and  afterward  Enter- j 
taining.  j 

The  Commentators,  and  Cnticks  are  of 
Opinion,  that  whenever  Virgil  is  lefs  Mu-j 
fical,  it  is  where  he  endeavours  at  an 
Agreement  of  the  Sound   with   the  Senfe,. 


as. 


-  Procumbit  burnt  bos. 


It  would  ihow  as  much   Singularity  td 
deny  this,    as  it   does  a   fanciful    Facility* 
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to  affirm  it,  becaufe  it  is  obvious,  in  ma- 
ny Places  he  had  no  fuch  view. 

—Inventa  fub  ilicibus fus.  JEn.  3 .  1.  3  90. 

—  Dentefque  Sabellicus  exacuitfus.    G.  3 . 1 .  2  5  5 . 

Jamfetis  obfitay  jam  bos.  JEn.  7. 1.  790. 

Furor  additus,  inde  lupi  ceu,  &c. 

&n.  n.  1.  355. 

The  Places,  which  favour  moft  the  firft 
Opinion  are, 

Saxa  per  &  fcopulos,  &  depreffas  convalles. 

G.  3.  I.  275. 
• Stepe  exiguus  mus. 

■Omnia  fub  magna  lab entiaflumhia  terra,  G.  4. 


The  laft  Line  is  the  only  Inftance,  I  re- 
.member  (except  one  in  Eel.  2.)  where  the 
!Words  terminate  in  the  fame  Vowel,  and  feem 
;to  reprefent  the  conftant,  and  uniform  Sound 
of  a  Aiding  Stream. 

Thofe,  that  are  moft  converfant  in  Clafilck 
Poetry,  muft  be  fenfible,  that  Virgil  has  been 
much  more  follicitous,  than  Ovid,  to  keep 
up  his  Lines  to  an  eafy,  and  a  Mufical  Flow ; 
but  tho'  the  Criticks  charge  the  latter  with 
breaking  through  Profody  and  Grammar,  and 
'allowing  himfelf  too  often  the  Licence  of 
Grascifms  ;  1  take  this  Cenfure  to  be  onlv 

Vol.  I.  C  a?. 
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an  arrogant  Pedantry  in  the  Grammarians,  and 
groundlefs  in  it  felf  \  but  tho'  it  were  true,  I 
dare  be  confident  it  is  full  as  juft  upon  Virgil, 

Curru fubjungere  Tigres,  Eel.  5.  1.  29. 

for  Currui,  according  to  the  Grammarians. 

Often  Adjectives  for  Adverbs  ;   and  the 
contrary. 

G.  1. —  Pinguia  cult  a;  an  Adjective  for  a 

Subftantive. 

Denfo  diftinguere  pingui;  the  fame. 

JEn.  11. 1.^9. —  Sen  languentis  Hyacinthi ; 

firft  Foot  of  the  Daftyl  fhort, 
^n#  4# — .  fukrunt  faftidia  ?nenfes  \  the  pe- 

nultimaofthe  Verb  fhort, 

Obftupui  ft eter unique  com& 'the  fame. 

So  Lucretius  prodiderunt,  reciderunt,  &c. 
G.  2.  1.  f. Pampineo  gravidus  autumno  ; 

an  lambick  for  a  Spondee. 
Fluviorum  rex  Eridanus  ca?npofque  per  omnes  ; 

an  Anapefl  for  a  Dactyl,  or  a  Spondee. 

JEn.  10. 1.  29.   Nee  Clytio  genitore  minor  nee 
fratre  Mneftheo  j    a  Trochee,   unlefs  the 

two  I 
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two  Confonants  MN  of  the  following  Word- 
be  allowed. 

G.  1. 1.  456.     Fervere,  non  ilia  quifquam— 

The  Penultima  commonly  fhort  with  Vir- 
gil,  fofulgere,  ftridere^  &c. 
IEn.  12. 1.  6%o.— -Sine  tnt fur  ere  ante  furorem  \ 

a  Grsecifm. 
G.  1.  1.  281.  —Imponere  Pelio  Off  am  ;  a 

Grsecifm,  where  there  is  no  Elifion,  but 

the    long    Vowel    before   another   made 

fhort. 

The  Learned  and  Reverend  Dr.  Clark  has 
obferv'd,  (as  he  tells  me)  that  tho'  there  be 
feveral  fhort  Vowels  made  long  in  Homer, 
yet  there  is  no  Inftance  on  the  contrary,  of 
any  long  Vowel  (fuch  as  the  firft  Syllable  of 
rt/jiri,  ^vx^*  V/'H«*  anc*  ^e  like)  ever  made 
fhort,  where  no  Vowel  follows.  Which  mows 
that  there  is  no  fuch  thing  as  a  Poetica  licentiay 
properly  fb  call'd. 

Certainly  no  body  can  imagine  but  thefe 
two  celebrated  Authors  underflood  their  own 
Tongue,  better  than  the  fcrupulous  Gramma- 
rians of  After-ages,  who  are  too  Dogmatical, 
and  Self-fufficient,  when  they  prefume  to 
cenfure  Either  of  them  for  not  attending 
itri&ly  enough  to  Syntax,  and  the  Meafure 
C  2  of 
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*»f  Verfe.  The  Latin  Tongue  is  a  dead 
Language,  and  none  can  decide  with  Confi- 
dence on  the  Harmony,  or  Diffonance  of  the 
Numbers  of  thefe  Times,  unlefs  they  were 
thoroughly  acquainted  with  their  Paufes,  and 
Cadence.  They  may  indeed  pronounce  with 
much  more  AfTurance  on  their  Di&ion ; 
and  diftinguifh  where  they  have  been  ne- 
gligent, and  where  more  fininYd.  There 
are  certainly  many  Lines  in  Ovid,  where 
he  has  been  downright  Lazy,  and  where 
he  might  have  avoided  the  Appearance  of 
being  obvioufly  fo,  by  a  very  little  Appli- 
cation. In  recording  the  Succeffion  of  the 
Alban  Kings,  thus, 

Epitus  ex  ilk  eft,   pofl  hune  Capetufyue,  Capyfque, 
Sed  Capys  ante  fuit— 

There  are  alfo  feveral  Lines  in  Virgil, 
which  are  not  altogether  tunable  to  a  modern 
Ear,  and  which  appear  unfinifh'd. 

Scilicerwnibus  eft  labor  i?npendendus,  &  omnes 

Cogenda   in  fulcum G.  ^.  L  61. 

Prafirihafi  tempejlas  a  vcrtice  fylvis 

lncubuit G.  2. 1.310. 

^uajvt 
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Qitafve  referre  parent  ?  fed  nunc,  efl  omnia  quand$ 

Ijh  animus  fupra ^n.  1 1.  1.  509. 

Ijla  quidem   quia  nota  mihi  tua,  magne,  voluntas, 
Jupiter  »  ^En.  12.  1 . 1  o  8. 

But  the  Sun  has  its  Spots ;  and  if  amongft 
Thoufands  of  inimitable  Lines,  there  ihou'd 
be  fome  found  of  an  unequal  Dignity  with 
the  reft,  nothing  can  be  faid  for  their  Vin- 
dication more,  than,  if  they  be  Faults,  they 
are  the  Faults  of  Virgil. 

As  I  ought  to  be  on  this  Occafion  an  Ad- 
vocate for  Ovid,  who  I  think  is  too  much 
run  down  at  prefent  by  the  critical  Spirit  of 
this  Nation  ;  I  dare  fay,  I  cannot  be  more 
effectually  fo,  than  by  comparing  him  in 
many  Places  with  his  admir'd  Contemporary 
Virgil',  and  tho'  the  laft  certainly  deferves 
the  Palm,  i  lhall  make  ufe  of  Ovid's  own 
Lines,  in  the  tryal  of  Strength  betwixt  Ache- 
kit's  and  Hercules,  to  fhow  how  much  he  is 
honour'd  by  the  Contention. 


-Non  tarn 


Turpefait  vinci,  quam  contmdijfe  decorum. 

Met.  B.  9. 

C3  I 
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I  fhali  finiih  my  Remarks  on  our  Au- 
thor, by  taking  Notice  of  the  Juftnefs,  and 
Perfpicuity  of  his  Allegories  ;  which  arc 
either  Phyfical,  or  Natural ;  Moral,  or  Hi- 
ftorical.  Of  the  firft  Kind  is  the  Fable  of 
Apollo,  and  Python  ;  in  the  Explanation  of 
this  all  the  Mythologifts  agree  \  Exhalations 
and  Milts,  being  the  conltant  Effects  of  Inun- 
dations, are  here  difllpated  by  the  Rays  of 
the  Sun. 

Of  the  Second  Kind,  are  Aftceon  torn  to 
Pieces  by  his  own  Pack  of  Dogs,  and  Eri- 
ftftbon  itarv'd  by  the  Difeafe  of  Hunger. 
Thefe  two  Allegories  feem  to  iignify,  that 
Extravagance  and  Luxury  end  in  Want. 

Of  the  Third,  is  the  Story  of  the  Rape  of 
Eur  op  a.  Hiltory  fays,  fhe  was  Daughter  tOj 
Agenor,  and  carry'd  by  the  Candtans  in  a 
Galley,  bearing  a  Bull  in  the  Stern,  in  orderj 
to  be  marry'd  to  one  of  their  Kings  nam'd; 
Jupiter. 

This  Explanation  gives  an  Occafion  forj 
a  Digrefllon  which  is  not  altogether  fo-j 
reign  to  the  prefent  purpofe,  becaule  I 
will  be  of  Ufe  to  jultify  Ovid  on  fomej 
other  Occafions,  where  he  is  cenfured! 
for  being  too  free  with  the  Characters  of 
the  Gods.  I  was  once  reprefenting  the! 
Metamorpbofes,    as  an  excellent  Syltem   ofj 

Mora-i 
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Morality  \  but  an  illuftrious  Lady,  whofe 
leaft  Advantage  above  her  Sex,  is  that  of  be- 
ing one  of  the  greatefl  Princeffes  in  Europe? 
objected,  that  the  loofe  and  immodeft  Sallies  of 
Jupiter  did  by  no  means  confirm  my  AfTertion. 
One  muft  confider,  that  what  appear'd  an 
Abfurdity  in  Ovid,  is  not  fo  much  his  own 
Fault,  as  that  of  the  Times  before  him.  The 
Characters  of  the  Gods  of  the  old  Heroick 
Age  reprcfcnted  them  unjuft  in  their  Actions  ; 
mutable  in  their  Defigns  •,  partial  in  their  Fa- 
vours; ignorant  of  Events  \  fcurrilous  in  their 
Language.  Some  of  the  fuperior  Hierarchy 
treating  one  another  with  injurious  Brutalities, 
and  are  often  guilty  of  fuch  Indecencies 
and  Mif-behaviour  as  the  loweft  of  Mortals 
would  blufh  to  own.  Juno  calls  Diana,  the 
Goddeis  of  Chaftity,  xtlou  ffiftg9  Bfazen- 
fac'd  Bitch-,  Horn.  II.  B.  21.  1.  481.  /*- 
piter  infults  his  Daughter,  the  Goddefs  of 
Wifdom,  for  Rafhnefs  and  Folly  ;  bids 
Iris  tell  her,  he'll  maul  her  Coach-Horfes 
for  her  like  a  furly  Bitch  as  fhe  is;  divo- 
r&m  kvov:  II.  B.  S.  from  1.  4°°-  t0  \  425- 
then  threatens  in  another  Place  to  beat  his 
Wife,  that  divine  Vixen,  the  immortal 
Partner  of  the  Empyreal  Throne,  juxi  c* 
TrXyjyijVjv  j/utao-crw.   II.   B.  15.  L    17. 

C  4  Thc 
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The  Commentators  may  endeavour  to  hide 
thofe  Abfurdities  under  the  Veil  of  Allego- 
ries •,  but  the  Reader  that  confiders  the  whole 
Texture  of  the  Iliad,  will  find,  that  the  Au- 
thor's Meaning,  and  their  Interpretation,  are 
often  as  unlike,  as  the  imaginary  Heroes  of 
his  Time,  are  to  the  real  ones  of  Ours. 

Allegories  mould  be  obvious,  and  not  like 
Meteors  in  the  Air,  which  reprefent  a  diffe- 
rent Figure  to-  every  different  Eye.  Now 
they  are  Armies  of  Soldiers  ;  now  Flocks  of 
Sheep  -,  and  by  and  by  nothing. 

Perhaps  the  Criticks  of  a  more  exalted 
Tafte,  may  difcover  fu'ch  Beauties  in  the  an- 
tient  Poetry,  as  may  efcape  the  Comprehen- 
fion  of  us  Pigmies  of  a  more  limited  Ge- 
nius. They  may  be  able  to  fathom  the  Di- 
vine Senfe  of  the  Pagan  Theology  ;  whilft 
we  aim  at  no  more,  than  to  judge  of  a  little 
common  Senfe. 

It  is,  and  ever  will  be  a  Rule  to  a  great 
many,  to  applaud  and  condemn  with  the 
general  Vogue,  tho'  never  fo  ill  ground- 
ed. The  moft  are  afraid  of  being  Parti- 
cular ;  and  rather  than  flrive  againfl  the 
Stream,  are  proud  of  being  in  the  wrong 
with  the  Many,  rather  than  defirous  of  being 
\n  the  right  with  the  Few :  and  tho*  they 

be" 
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be  convinced  of  the  Reafenablenefs  of  difTent- 
ing  from  the  common  Cry,  yet  out  of  a  poor 
Fear  of  Cenfure,  they  contribute  to  eftabliih 
it,  and  thus  become  an  Authority  againft 
others,  who  in  reality  are  but  of  their  own 
Opinion. 

Ovid  was  fo  far  from  paying  a  blind  Defe- 
rence to  the  venerable  Name  of  his  Grecian 
PredeceiTor,  in  the  Character  of  his  Gods » 
that  when  Jupiter  punifhes  Andromeda  for  the 
Crimes  of  her  Mother,  he  calls  him  injuftus 
Amnion,  Met.  B.  4.  and  takes  commonly  an 
honourable  Care  of  the  Decorum  of  the  God- 
head, when  their  Actions  are  confident  with 
the  Divinity  of  their  Character.  His  Allego- 
ries include  fome  Religious,  or  inftructive  Mo- 
ral, wrap'd  up  in  a  peculiar  Perfpicuity.  The 
Fable  of  Profirpm,  being  fometimes  in  Hell^ 
and  fometimes  with  Ceres  her  Mother,  can 
fcarce  mean  anything  elfe  than  thefowingand 
coming  up  of  Corn.  The  various  DrefTes, 
that  Vertumnus,  the  God  of  Seafons,  puts 
on  in  his  Courtfrrip  of  Pomona  the  Garden 
Goddefs,  feem  plainly  to  exprefs  the  diffe- 
rent and  moft  proper  times  for  Diggings 
Planting,  Pruning,  and  gathering"  the  In~ 
creafe.  I  fhall  be  ihorter  on  this  Heacf,, 
becaufe  our  Countryman  Mr.  S/m&  has* 
c  5  by 
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by  a  laborious  Search  amongft  the  Mytho- 
logies,  been  very  full.  He  has  annex'd 
his  Explanations  to  the  End  of  each  Book,, 
which  deferve  to  be  recommended  to  thofe, 
that  are  Curious  in  this  figurative  Learning. 

The  Reader  cannot  fail  of  obferving, 
how  many  excellent  Leflbns  of  Morality  Ovid 
has  given  us  in  the  courfe  of  his  Fables. 

The  Story  of  Deucalion,  and  Pyrrha 
teaches,  that  Piety,  and  Innocence  cannot 
mifs  of  the  divine  Protection,  and  that  the 
only  Lofs  irreparable  is  that  of  our  Probity, 
and  Juflice. 

That  of  Phaeton  %  how  the  too  great  Ten- 
dernefs  of  the  Parent  proves  a  Cruelty  to  the 
Child;  and  that  he,  who  wou'd  climb  to 
the  Seat  of  Jupiter,  generally  meets  with  his- 
Bolt  by  the  way. 

The  Tale  of  Baucis  and  Philemon  is 
moft  inimitably  told.  He  omits  not  the 
minuted  Circumftance  of  a  Cottage  Life  ; 
and  is  much  fuller  than  Virgil,  where  he 
brings  in  his  contented  old  Man  Corycius, 
G.  4..  Ovid  reprefents  a  good  old  Couple;, 
happy,  and  fatisfy'd  in  a  cleanly  Poverty  ; 
hofpitable,  and  free  of  jthe  few  things,  that 
Fortune  had  given  them ;  moderate  in 
Defires  >  affectionate  in  their  conjugal  Ref- 
lation % 
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Jation  ;  fo  religious  in  Life,  that  when  they 
obferv'd  their  homely  Cabbin  riling  to  a  Tem- 
ple, all  the  Bounty  they  ask'd  of  the  Gods 
they  had  entertain'd,  was,  that  they  might 
do  the  Office  of  Priefthood  there  ;  and  at  their 
Death,  not  furvivc  one  another. 

The  Stories  of  Lycaon>  and  Pentbeus,  not 
only  deter  from  Infidelity,  and  Irreverence  ta 
the  Gods  ;  but  the  lafl  alfo  mows,  that  too 
great  Zeal  produces  the  fame  Effects,  as 
none  at  all  j  and  that  Enthufiafm  is  often 
more  cruel,  than  Atheifm. 

The  Story  of  Minos,  and  Scylla  repre- 
sents the  Infamy  of  felling  our  Country  ;  and 
teaches,  that  even  they  who  love  the  Crime, 
abhor  the  Criminal. 

In  Cippus  we  find  a  noble  Magnanimity,  and 
Heavenly  Self-denial;  he  preferred  the  Good 
of  the  Republick  to  his  own  private  Grandeur ; 
and  chofe  with  an  exemplary  Generofity,  ra- 
ther to  live  a  private  Free-Man  out  of  Rome,, 
than  to  command  Numbers  of  Slaves  in  it. 

From  the  Story  of  Hercules  we  learn» 
that  Glory  is  a  Lady,  who,  like  many  o- 
thers,  loves  to  have  her  Admirers  fuffer  a 
great  deal  for  her.  The  Poet  enumerates 
the  Labours  of  the  Fierce;  fhows  how 
he  conquer'd    every  thing  for   Others,  but 

nothing 
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nothing  for  himfelf :  Then  does  him  the  Poe- 
tical Juftice  of  an  A  potheofis  •,  thinking  it 
moil  fit  that  one,  who  had  born  the  Celeftial 
Orbs  on  his  Shoulders,  fhou'd  have  a  Man- 
fion  amongft  them. 

From  the  ArTumption  of  Romulus;  that 
when  War  is  at  an  End,  the  chief  Bufinefs  of 
Peace  mould  be  the  enacting  good  Laws  \  that 
after  a  People  are  preferv'd  from  the  Enemy, 
the  next  care  fhou'd  be,  to  preferve  them  from 
themfelves ;  and  therefore  the  bed  Legiflators 
deferve  a  Place  amongft  Heroes  and  Deities. 

From  Ariadne  being  inhumanly  deferted  by 
Thefeus  ;  and  generouft  y  received  by  Bacchus ; 
we  find,  that  as  there  is  nothing  we  can  be  fure 
of,  fa  there  is  nothing  we  ought  to  defpair  of. 

From  Althea  burning  the  Brand  •,  that  we 
ftx>u?d  take  care  left  under  the  Notion  of  Ju- 
ftice, we  fhou'd  do  a  Cruelty  •,  for  they  that 
are  ftt  upon  Revenge,  only  endeavour  to  imi- 
tate the  Injury. 

From  Polyphemus  making  Love  to  Ga- 
latea one  may  obferve,  that  the  moft  de- 
form'd  can  find  fomething  to  like  in  their 
own  Perfon.  He  examines  his  Face  in 
the  Stream,  combs  his  ruful  Locks  with 
a  Rake,  grows  more  exact,  and  ftudious 
of  his    Drefs*   and  difcovers  the-  firft  Sign 

of 
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of  being  in  Love,  by  endeavouring  at  a 
more  than  ufual  Care  to  pleafe. 

The  Fable  of  Cephalus,  and  Procris  con- 
firms, that  every  Trifle  contributes  to  heighten 
the  Difeafe  of  Jealoufy  *,  and  that  the  moll 
convincing  Proofs  can  fcarce  cure  it. 

From  that  of  Hippomenes,  and  Atalanta  we 
may  difcover,  that  a  generous  Prefent  helps 
to  perfuade,  as  well  as  an  agreeable  Perfon. 

From  Medea's  flying  from  Peltate  Court ; 
that  the  offer'd  Favours  of  the  Impious 
fhould  be  always  fufpeded ;  and  that  they, 
who  defign  to  make  every  one  fear  them, 
are  afraid  of  every  one. 

From  Myrrha ;  that  Shame  is  fometimes 
hard  to  be  overcome,  but  if  the  Sex  once 
gets  the  better  of  it,  it  gives  them  afterwards 
no  more  Trouble. 

From  Cenis  \  that  Effeminacy  in  Youth 
may  change  to  Valour  in  Manhood,  and  that 
as  Fame  pennies,  fo  does  Cenfure. 

From  Tereus  -,  that  one  Crime  lays  the 
Foundation  of  many  ;  and  that  the  fame  Per- 
fon, who  begins  with  Luft,  may  conclude 
with  Murther. 

From  Midas  •,  that  no  Body  can  puniln 
a  covetous  Man  worfe,  than  he  punifnes 
himfelf;  that  fcarce  anything  wou'd  fome- 
times  prove    more,  fetal   to   us,    than  the 

Com- 
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Completion  of  our  own  Wime&;  and  that 
he  who  has  the  moft  Defires,  will  certainly 
meet  with  the  moft  Difappointments. 

From  the  Pythagorean  Philofophy,  it  may 
beobferv'd,   that  Man  is  the  only  Animal, 
who  kills  his  Fellow- Creature  without  being,! 
angry. 

From  Proteus  we  have  this  Leflbn,  that  a.) 
Statefman  can  put  on  any  Shape  ;  can  be  a  j 
Spaniel  to  the  Lion,  and  a  Lion  to  the  Spa-  j 
niel  •,  and  that  he  knows  not  to  be  an  Ene~  j 
my,  who  knows  not  how  to  feem  a  Friend  \ 
that  if  all  Crowns  ihou'd  change  their  Mini-  j 
ftry,  as  often  as  they  pleafe,  tho'  they  may 
be  called  other  Minifters,  they  are  Hill  the  | 
lame  Men. 

The  Legend  of  Mfculapu^  Voyage  to  \ 
Rome  in  form  of  a  Snake,  feems  to  exprefs. ! 
the  neceffary  Sagacity  requir'd  in  ProfefTors  | 
of  that  Art,  for  the  readier  infight  into  Di-  j 
ftempers :  This  Reptile  being  celebrated  by  | 
the  ancient  Naturalifts  for  a  quick  Sight. 


Cur  in  amlcorum  vitium  tarn  cernis  acutum 
ghcam  aut  aquila,  aui  ferpens  Epidaurius  ? 


Hor.  Sat.  3.  1.  ir 

The   venerable    Epiaurian    afTum'd    the 
Figure  of  an  Animal  without  Hands  to  take 

Fees  j: 
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Fees;  and  therefore,  grateful  Pofterity  ho- 
nour'd  him  with  a  Temple.  In  this  manner 
ihou'd  wealthy  Phyficians,  upon  proper. Oc- 
cafions,  pra&ifc  \  and  thus  their  furviving 
Patients  reward. 

If  the  Metamorphofes  be  attended  to  with  a 
juft  Application,  and  without  PrepofTeffion ; 
One  will  be  the  Ms  furpriz'd  at  the  Au- 
thor's Prophetick  Spirit,  relating  to  the  Du- 
ration, and  Succefs  of  the  Work. 

Jamque  opus  exegi,  &V. . 


This  Prediction  has  fo  far  proved  true* 
that  this  Poem  has  been  ever  fince  thQ  Maga- 
zine, which  has  furnifh'd  the  greateft  Poets 
of  the  following  Ages  with  Fancy,  and  AI- 
lufxons  ;  and  the  moft  celebrated  Painters 
with  Subjecls,  and  Defign.  Nor  have  his 
Poetical  PredecerTors,  and  Contemporaries, 
paid  left  Regard  to  their  own  Performances. 

.hfignemque  meo  capiti  peters  inde  coronam, 
Undepnus  nulli  veldrunt  temper*  Muf*.  Lucr  fi  i 
hemo  me  lacrumeis  decoret,  nee  frnera  fietu 
tacfit;  quur  volito  vM  per  era  virum.  Enn  Frag: 
— —  Tmtanda  via  eft,  qu«  me  quoque  poffim      *' 
Tdlere  humo,  torque  vir Am  volitan  per  era. 

Virg.G.3. 


Me 
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Me  doftarum  Edera  pramia  frontium 

Diis  mlfcent  fuperis     ■  Hon  Od.  r„ 

Again, 

Exegi  monumentum  are  perennius, 

Regalique  fitu  Pyramidum  altius^ 

SS/uod  non  imber  edax,  non  Aquilo  impotem 

Pojfit  diruerey  aut  innumerabilis 

Annorumferies,  &  fuga  temporum. 

Non  9?nnis  moriar. Hor.  B.  3.  Od.  30.  j 

The  whole  Ode  is  in  a  manner  a  conti^ 
nu'd  Compliment  to  his  own  Writings ;  nor, 
in  Imitation  of  this  celebrated  Author,  want 
we  Poets  of  our  prefent  Age,  who  have  been 
pleas'd  to  rank  themfelves  amongft  their  own 
Admirers. 

I  have  done  with  the  Original,  and  fhall 
make  noExcufe  for  the  Length  of  the  Preface, 
becaufe  it  is  in  the  power  of  the  Reader  to ! 
make  it  as  fhort  as  hepleafes.     I  fhall  now! 
conclude  with  a  Word  or  two  about  the  VecJ ! 
fion. 

Tranflation  is  commonly  either  Verbal,. j 
or  Paraphrafe,  %or  Imitation  >  of  the  firfl! 
is  Mr..  Sands' *s,  which  I  think  the  MetaA 
morphofes.  can  by  no  means  allow  of.  It! 
is  agreed,  die  Author  left  it  unfinifh'd  ;  m 
it  had  undergone  his  laft  Hand,  it  is  morei 
than  probable,  that  many  Superfluities  hadi 

been' 
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been  retrenched .  Where  a  Poem  is  perfectly 
finifh'd,  the  Tranflation,  with  regard  to  par- 
ticular Idioms,  cannot  be  too  exact  -,  by  do- 
ing this,  the  Senfe  of  the  Author  is  more  en- 
tirely his  own,  and  -the  Call  of  the  Periods 
more  faithfully  preferv'd  :  But  where  a  Poem 
is  tedious  through  Exuberance,  or  dark 
through  a  hafty  Brevity,  I  think  the  Trans- 
lator may  be  excus'd  for  doing  what  the  Au- 
thor upon  revifing,  wou'd  have  done  himfelf. 

If  Mr.  Sands  had  been  of  this  Opinion, 
perhaps  other  Tranflations  of  the  Meta??ior- 
phofes  had  not  been  attempted. 

A  Critick  has  obferv'd,  that  in  his  Verfion 
of  this  Book,  he  has  fcrupuloufly  confin'd 
the  Number  of  his  Lines  to  thofe  of  the  Ori- 
ginal. 'Tis  fit  I  mould  take  the  Sum  upon 
Content,  and  be  better  bred,  than  to  count 
after  him. 

The  Manner  that  feems  mod  fuited  for 
this  prefent  Undertaking,  is,  neither  to  fol- 
low the  Author  too  clofe  out  of  a  Criti- 
cal Timoroufnefs  \  nor  abandon  him  too 
wantonly  through  a  Poetick  Boldnefs. 
The  Original  mould  always  be  kept  in 
View,  without  too  apparent  a  Deviation 
from  the  Senfe.  Where  it  is  otherwife  ; 
it  is  not  a  Verfion,  but  an  Imitation.  The 
Tranflator  ought  to  be  as  intent  to    keep 

up 
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up  the  Gracefulnefs  of  the  Poem,  as  artful  to 
hide  its  Imperfections  ;  to  copy  its  Beauties, 
and  to  throw  a  Shade  over  its  Blemifhes ; 
to  be  faithful  to  an  Idolatry,  where  the  Au- 
thor excells  ;  and  to  take  the  Licence  of  a 
little  Paraphrafe,  where  Penury  of  Fancy,  or 
Drynefs  of  Expreffion  feem  to  ask  for  it 

The  Ingenious  Gentlemen  concern'd  in 
this  Undertaking  feem  to  be  of  this  Opi- 
nion ;  and  therefore  they  have  not  only  con- 
futed the  Reputation  of  the  Author,  but  their 
own  alfo.  There  is  one  of  them  has  no 
other  Share  in  this  Compliment,  than  by 
being  the  Occafion  of  engaging  them  that 
have,  in  obliging  the  Publick.  He  has  alfo 
been  fo  juft  to  the  Memory,  and  Reputa- 
tion of  Mr.  Dryden^  as  to  give  his  incom- 
parable Lints  the  Advantage  of  appearing  fo 
near  his  own. 

I  cannot  pafs  by  that  Admirable  Englijb 
Poet,  without  endeavouring  to  make  his 
Country  fenfible  of  the  Obligations  they 
have  to  his  Mufe.  Whether  they  confi- 
der  the  flowing  Grace  of  his  Verification  ; 
the  vigorous  Sallies  of  his  Fancy  -,  or  the 
peculiar  Delicacy  of  his  Periods  ;  they'll  i 
difcover  Excellencies  never  to  be  enough  | 
admir'd.  If  they  trace  him  from  the  firfl 
Productions  of  his  Youth,  to  the  laft  Per-  ] 

formances 
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fbrmances  of  his  Age,  they'll  find,  that  as 
the  Tyranny  of  Rhyme  never  impos'd  on  the 
Perfpicuity  of  the  Senfe  \  fo  a  languid  Senfe 
never  wanted  to  be  fet  off  by  the  Harmony 
of  Rhyme.  And  as  his  earlier  Works  want- 
ed no  Maturity;  fo  his  latter  wanted  no 
Force,  or  Spirit.  The  falling  off  of  his 
Hair,  had  no  other  Confequence,  than  to 
make  his  Laurels  be  feen  the  more. 

As  a  Tranflator  he  was  juft  -,  as  an  Inven- 
tcr  he  was  rich.  His  Verfions  of  fome  parts 
of  Lucretius,  Horace,  Hojner,  and  Virgil 
throughout,  gave  him  a  juft  Pretence  to  that 
Compliment  which  was  made  to  Monfieur 
8*  AUancourt,  a  celebrated  French  Tranfla- 
tor ;  //  is  uncertain  who  have  the  great  eft  Ob- 
ligations to  Him,  the  Dead  or  the  Living. 

With  all  thefe  wondrous  Talents,  He  was 
Libeli'd  in  his  Life-time  by  the  very  Men, 
who  had  no  other  Excellencies,  but  as  they 
were  his  Imitators.  Where  he  was  allow'd 
to  have  Sentiments  fuperior  to  all  others, 
they  charged  him  with  Theft :  But  how  did 
he  Steal  ?  no  otherwife,  than  like  thofe,  that 
Heal  Beggars  Children,  only  to  cloath  them 
the  better. 

'Tis  to  be  lamented,  that  Gentlemen  flill 
continue  this  unfair  Behaviour,  and  treat  one 
another  every  Day  with  moll  injurious  Li- 
bels* 
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bels.     The  Mufes  mould  be    Ladies  of 
chafte  and  fair  Behaviour:    when  they  arl 
otherwife,  they  are  Furies.     sTis  certain  thai 
Parnajfus  is  at  beft  but  a  barren  Mountain! 
and  its  Inhabitants  contrive  to  make  it  morl 
fo    by    their  un-neighbourly    Deportment  j 
the  Authors  are  the  only  Corporation  thai! 
endeavour  at  the  Ruin  of  their  own  Society.; 
Every  Day  may  convince  them,  how  much! 
a  rich  Fool  is  reflected  above  a  poor  Wit. 
The  only  Talents  in   Efteem  at  prefent  are 
thofe  of  Exchange- Alley  \  one  Tally  is  worth! 
a  Grove  of  Bays ;  and  'tis  of  much  morel 
Confequence  to  be  well  read  in  the  Tables  oi 
Intercity  and  the   Rife  and  Fall  of  Stocks^ 
than  in  the  Revolutions  of  Empires. 

Mr.  Bryden  is  ilill  a  fad,  and  fhameful  In-j 
fiance  of  this  Truth :  The  Man,  that  cou'dj 
make  Kings  immortal,  and  raife  Trium- 
phant Arches  to  Heroes,  now  wants  a  poor 
fquare  Foot  of  Stone,  to  mow  where  the 
Afhes  of  one  of  the  greateft  Poets,  that 
ever  was  upon  Earth,  are  depofited. 
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F  Bodies  chang'd  to  various  Forms  I 
fing: 

Ye  Gods,  from  whom  thefe  Miracles  did 
Spring, 

Infpire    my   Numbers    with    Cceleilia! 
Heat; 

'Till  I  my  long  laborious  Work  compleat : 
And  add  perpetual  Tenour  to  my  Rhymes, 
Beduc'd  from  Nature's  Birth,  to  Cafar's  Times. 

Before  the  Seas,  and  this  Terreftrial  Ball, 
And  HeavVs  high  Canopy,  that  covers  all* 
One  was  the  Face  of  Nature ;  if  a  Face : 
Rather  a  rude  and  indigefted  Mafs : 

P   2 


*' 


4  O  v  i  dV  Metamorphofes.      Book  L 

A  lifelefs  Lump,  unfafiiion'd,  and  unfram'd, 

Of  jarring  Seeds;  and  juftly  Chaos  nam'd. 

No  San  was  lighted  up,  the  World  to  view ;  . 

No  Moon  did  yet  her  blunted  Horns  renew: 

Nor  yet  was  Earth  fufpended  in  the  Sky ; 

Nor  pois'd,  did  on  her  own  Foundations  lie : 

Nor  Seas  about  the  Shores  their  Arms  had  thrown  : 

But  Earth,  and  Air,  and  Water,  were  in  one. 

Thus  Air  was  void  of  Light,  and  Earth  unliable, 

And  Water's  dark  Abyfs  unnavigable. 

No  certain  Form  on  any  was  impreft; 

All  were  confus'd,  and  each  difmrb'd  the  reft. 

For  hot  and  cold  were  in  one  Body  fixt ; 

And  foft  with  hard,  and  light  with  heavy  mixt. 

But  God,  or  Nature,  while  they  thus  contend, 
To  thefe  interline  Difcords  put  an  end  ; 
Then  Earth  from  Air,  and  Seas  from  Earth  were  driv'n, 
And  groffer  Air  funk  from  iEtherial  Heav'n. 
Thus  difembroiPd,  they  take  their  proper  place; 
The  next  of  kin  contiguoufly  embrace ;  C 

And  foes  are  funder'd,  by  a  larger  fpace.  \ 

The  force  of  Fire  afcended  firft  on  high, 
And  took  its  dwelling  in  the  vaulted  Sky: 
Then  Air  fucceeds,  in  Lightnefs  next  to  Fire; 
Whofe  Atoms  from  unaftive  Earth  retire. 
Ejirth  finks  beneath,  and  draws  a  numerous  throng 
Of  pondrous,  thick,  unweildy  Seeds  along. 
About  her  Coafts,  unruly  Waters  roar ; 
And  rifing,  on  a  ridge,  infult  the  Shore. 
Thus  when  the  God,  whatever  God  was  he, 
■<Had  form'd  the  whole,  and  made  the  parts  agree. 

That 
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That  no  unequal  Portions  might  be  found, 
He  moulded  Earth  into  a  fpacious  Round : 
Then  with  a  breath,  he  gave  the  Winds  to  blow; 
And  bad  the  congregated  Waters  flow. 
He  adds  the  running  Springs,  and  Handing  Lakes  i 
And  bounding  Banks  for  winding  Rivers  makes. 
Some  part,  in  Earth  arefwaliow'd  up,  themoft 
In  ample  Oceans,  difembogu'd,  are  loft. 
He  fhades  the  Woods,  the  Vallies  he  reftrains 
With  Rocky  Mountains,  and  extends  the  Plains. 
And  as  five  Zones  th'  iEtherial  Regions  bind, 
Five,  Correfpondent,  are  to  Earth  affign'd : 
The  Sun  with  Rays,  diredlly  darting  down, 
Fires  all  beneath,  and  fries  the  middle  Zone : 
The  two  beneath  the  diftant  Poles,  complain  \ 

Of  endlefs  Winter,  and  perpetual  Rain. 
Betwixt  th'  extreams,  two  happier  Climates  hold- 
The  Temper  that  partakes  of  Hot,  and  Cold. 
The  Fields  of  liquid  Air,  inclofing  all, 
Surround  the  Compafs  of  this  Earthly  Ball  : 
The  lighter  parts  lie  next  the  Fires  above ; 
The  grofTer  near  the  watry  Surface  move : 
Thick  Clouds  are  fpread,  and  Storms  engender  there,  ^ 
And  Thunder's  Voice,  which  wretched  Mortals  fear,  C 
And  Winds  that  on  their  Wings  cold  Winter  bear.         j 
Nor  were  thofe  bluftring  Brethren  left  at  large, 
On  Seas,  and  Shores,  their  fury  to  difcharge:; 
Bound  as  they  are,  and  circumfcrib'd  in  place,  j 

They  rend  the  World,  refiftiefs,  where  they  pafs ; 
And  mighty  marks  of  mifchief  leave  behind ; 
Such  is  the  Rage  of  their  tempeftuous  kind. 

V  3  j  Firft 
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Firft  Eurus  to  the  rifmg  Morn  is  fent, 
(The  Regions  of  the  balmy  Continent ;} 
And  Eafiern  Realms,  where  early  Per/tans  run, 
To  greet  the  bleft  appearance  of  the  Sun. 
Weftwaard,  the  wanton  Zephyr  wings  his  flight; 
Pleas'd  with  the  remnants  of  departing  Light : 
Fierce  Boreas,  with  his  Off  fpring,  iiTues  forth 
T'  invade  the  frozen  Waggon  of  the  North. 
While  frowning  Aujler  feeks  the  Southern  Sphere; 
And  rots,  with  endlefs  Rain,  th'  unwholfom  Year, 

High  o'er  the  Clouds,  and  empty  Realms  of  Wind, 
The  God  a  clearer  fpace  for  Heav'n  defign'd ; 
Where  Fields  of  Light,  and  liquid  ^Ether  flow  ; 
Purg'd  from  the  pondrous  dregs  of  Earth  below. 

Scarce  had  the  Pow'r  diftinguifti'd  thefe,  when  {freight 
The  Stars,  no  longer  overlaid  with  weight, 
Exert  their  Heads,  from  underneath  the  Mafs ; 
And  upward  {hoot,  and  kindle  as  they  pafs, 
And  with  diffufive  Light  adorn  their  heav'nly  place 
Then,  every  Void  of  Nature  to  fupply, 
With  forms  of  Gods  he  fills  the  vacant  Sky : 
New  Herds  of  Beafts  he  fends,  the  Plains  to  ihare : 
New  Colonies  of  Birds,  to  people  Air : 
And  to  their  Oozy  Beds  the  finny  Fifh  repair. 

A  Creature  of  a  more  exalted  Kind 
Was  wanting  yet,  and  then  was  Man  defign'd : 
Confcious  of  Thought,  of  more  capacious  Breaft, 
For  Empire  form'd,  and  fit  to  rule  the  reft : 
Whether  with  particles  of  heav'nly  Fire 
The  God  of  Nature  did  his  Soul  infpire, 
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Or  Earth,  but  new  divided  from  the  Sky, 

And,  pliant,  flill  retain'd  th'  iEtherial  Energy : 

Which  wife  Prometheus  temper'd  into  pafte, 

And,  mixt  with  living  Streams,  the  Godlike  Image  caft. 

Thus,  while  the  mute  Creation  downward  bend 

Their  Sight,  and  to  their  Earthly  Mother  tend, 

Man  looks  aloft ;  and  with  erected  Eyes 

Beholds  his  own  hereditary  Skies. 

From  fuch  rude  Principles  our  Form  began; 

And  Earth  was  Metamorphos'd  into  Man. 

Sfifri  Golden  Age. 

The  Golden  Age  was  firfl;  when  Man  yet  New,     -* 
No  Rule  but  uncorrupted  Reafon  knew  :  C 

And,  with  a  Native  bent,  did  Good  purfue.  J» 

Unforc'd  by  Punifhment,  un-aw'd  by  Fear, 
His  Words  were  fimple,  and  his  Soul  fincere; 
Needlefs  was  written  Law,  where  none  oppreft : 
The  Law  of  Man  was  written  in  his  Breaft: 
No  fuppliant  Crowds  before  the  Judge  appeafd,  -^ 

No  Court  erected  yet,  nor  Caufe  was  heard:  C 

But  all  was  fafe,  for  Confcience  was  their  Guard.      3 
The  Mountain-Trees  in  diftant  profpett  pleafe,  1 
Ere  yet  the  Pine  defcended  to  the  Seas : 
Ere  Sails  were  fpread,  new  Oceans  to  explore :  -* 

And  happy  Mortals,  unconcern1  d  for' more,  C 

Confin'd  their  Wifhes  to  their  Native  Shore.  j 

No  Walls  were  yet :  nor  Fence,  nor  Mote,  nor  Mound, 
Nor  Drum  was  heard,  nor  Trumpet's  angry  found : 

'  D  4  Nor 
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Nor  Swords  were  forg'd ;  but  void  of  Care  and  Crime, 
The  foft  Creation  flept  away  their  time. 
The  teeming  Earth,  yet  guiltlefs  of  the  Plough, 
And  unprovok'd,  did  fruitful  Stores  allow: 
Content  with  Food,  which  Nature  freely  bred, 
On  Wildings  and  on  Strawberries  they  fed ; 
Cornels  and  Bramble-berries  gave  the  reft, 
And  falling  Acorns  furnifti'd  out  a  Feaft. 
TheFlow'rs  unfown,  in  Fields  and  Meadows  reign'd: 
And  Wejlern  Winds  immortal  Spring  maintain'd. 
In  following  Years,  the  bearded  Corn  enfu'd 
From  Earth  unask'd,  nor  was  that  Earth  renew'd. 
From  Veins  of  Vallies,  Milk  and  Nedar  broke  5 
And  Honey  fweating  through  the  pores  of  Oak. 

The  Silver  Ace. 

But  when  good  Saturn,  banifh'd  from  above, 
Was  driv'n  to  Hell,  the  World  was  under  Jove, 
Succeeding  times  a  Silver  Age  behold, 
Excelling  Brafs,  but  more  excell'd  by  Gold. 
Then  Summer,  Autumn,  Winter  did  appear  s 
And  Spring  was  but  a  Seafon  of  the  Year. 
The  Sun  his  Annual  Courfe  obliquely  made, 
Good  days  contracted,  and  enlarg'd  the  bad. 
Then  Air  with  fultry  heats  began  to  glow  ; 
The  wings  of  Winds  were  clogg'd  with  Ice  and  Snow ; 
And  fhivering  Mortals,  into  Houfes  driv'n, 
Sought  ftielter  from  th'  inclemency  of  Heav'n. 
Thofe  Hcufes,  then,  were  Caves,  or  homely  Sheds ; 
With  twining  Oziers  fene'd;  andMofs  their  Beds. 

Then 
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Then  Ploughs,  for  Seed,  the  fruitful  Furrows  broke, 
And  Oxen  labour'd  firft  beneath  the  Yoke. 

the  Brazen  Age. 

To  this  came  next  in  courfe,  the  Brazen  Age: 
A  Warlike  Offspring,  prompt  to  Bloody  Rage, 
Not  Impious  yet   ■ 

The  Iron  Age. 

—  Hard  Steel  fucceedcd  then : 
And  ftubborn  as  the  Metal,  were  the  Men. 
Truth,  Mcdefly,  and  Shame,  the  World  forfookt 
Fraud,  Avarice,  and  Force*  their  places  took. 
Then  Sails  were  fpread,  to  every  Wind  that  blew, 
Raw  were  the  Sailors,  and  the  Depths  were  new : 
Trees,  rudely  hollow'd,  did  the  Waves  fuftain ; 
Ere  Ships  in  Triumph  plough'd  tbe  watry  Plain. 
Then  Land-marks  limited  to  each  his  Right : 
For  all  before  was  common  as  the  Light. 
Nor  was  the  Ground  alone  requir'd  to  bear 
Her  annual  Income  to  the  crooked  Share, 
But  greedy  Mortals,  rummaging  her  Store, 
Digg'd  from  her  Entrails  firft  the  precious  Oar ; 
Which  next  to  Hell,  the  prudent  Gods  had  laid; 
And  that  alluring  111,  to  fight  difplay'd. 
Thus  curfed  Steel,  and  more  accurfed  Gold, 
Gave  Mifchief  Birth,  and  made  that  Mifchief  bold  :    . 
And  double  Death  did  wretched  Man  invade, 
By  Steel  affaulted,  and  by  Gold  betrayU       vv 

D  5  Now 


jo  O  v  i  d  V  Metamorphofes.    Book  I. 

Now  (brandiih'd  Weapons  glitt'ring  in  their  Hands) 
Mankind  is  broken  loofe  from  moral  Bands ; 
No  rights  of  Hofpitality  remain  : 
The  Gueft,  by  him  who  harbour'd  him,  is  flain. 
The  Son  in-Law  purfues  the  Father's  Life; 
The  Wife  her  Husband  murders,  he  the  Wife. 
The  Step-dame  Poifon  for  the  Son  prepares ; 
The  Son  inquires  into  his  Father's  Years. 
Faith  flies,  and  Piety  in  Exile  mourns ;] 
And  Juftice,  here  oppreft,  to  Heav'n  returns. 

The  Giants  War. 

Nor  were  the  Gods  themfelves  more  fafe  above  3 
Againft  beleaguer'd  Heav'n  the  Giants  move. 
Hills  pil'd  on  Hills,  on  Mountains  Mountains  lie, 
To  make  their  mad  approaches  to  the  Sky. 
'Till  Jove,  no  longer  patient,  took  his  time 
T'  avenge  with  Thunder  their  audacious  Crime : 
Red  Light'ning  plaid  along  the  Firmament, 
And  their  demoliuYd  Works  to  pieces  rent. 
Singe'd  with  the  Flames,  and  with  the  Bolts  transiixt, 
With  Native  Earth  their  Blood  the  Monfters  mixt ; 
The  Blood,  indu'd  with  animating  heat, 
Did  in  th1  impregnant  Earth  new  Sons  beget : 
They,  like  the  Seed  from  which  they  fprung,  accurlt, 
Againit  the  Gods  immortal  Hatred  nuril. 
An  impious,  arrogant,  and  cruel  Brood; 
Expreffmg  their  Original  from  Blood. 

Which  when  the  Kings  of  Gods  beheld  from  high 
(Withal  revolving  in  his  Memory, 

What 
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What  he  himfelf  had  found  on  Earth  of  late, 
Lycaons  Guilt,  and  his  inhumane  Treat,) 
He  figh'd  ;  nor  longer  with  his  Pity  drove ; 
But  kindled  to  a  Wrath  becoming  Jove: 

Then  call'd  a  General  Council  of  the  Gods ; 
Who  fummon'd,  iflue  from  their  Bleu  Abodes, 
And  fill  th'  AiTembly  with  a  mining  Train. 
A  Way  there  is,  in  HeavVs  expanded  Plain, 
Which,  when  the  Skies  are  clear,  is  feen  below, 
And  Mortals,  by  the  Name  of  Milky,  know. 
The  Ground-work  is  of  Stars ;  through  which  the  Road 
Lies  open  to  the  Thunderer's  Abode : 
The  Gods  of  greater  Nations  dwell  around, 
And,  on  the  Right  and  Left,  the  Palace  bound ; 
The  Commons  where  they  can :  The  Nobler  fort 
With  Winding-doors  wide  open,  front  the  Court. 
This  Place,  as  far  as  Earth  with  Heav'n  may  vie, 
I  dare  to  call  the  Louvre  of  the  Skie.  1 
When  all  were  plac'd,  in  Seats  distinctly  known. 
And  he,  their  Father,  had  affiim'd  the  Throne, 
Upon  his  Iv'ry  Sceptre  firft  he  leant, 
Then  fhook  his  Head,  that  fhook  the  Firmament : 
Air,  Earth,  and  Seas,  obey'd  th*  Almighty  Nod ; 
And,  with  a  gen'ral  Fear,  confefs'd  the  God. 
At  length,  with  Indignation,  thus  he  broke 
His  awful  filence,  and  the  Pow'rs  befpoke. 

I  was  not  more  concern'd  in  that  debate 
Of  Empire,  when  our  Univerfal  State 
Was  put  to  hazard,  and  the  Giant  Race 
Our  Captive  Skies  were  ready  to  unbrace  : 
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For  tho'  the  Foe  was  fierce,  the  Seeds  of  all 
Rebellion,  fprung  from  one  Original ; 
Now,  wherefoever  ambient  Waters  glide, 
All  are  corrupt,  and  all  muft  be  deftroy'd. 
Let  me  this  Holy  Proteftation  make, 
By  Hell,  and  Hell's  inviolable  Lake, 
I  try'd,  whatever  in  the  God  head  lay: 
But  gangren'd  Members  muft  be  lopt  away, 
Before  the  Nobler  Parts  are  tainted  to  decay. 
There  dwells  below,  a  Race  of  Demi- Gods, 
Of  Nymphs  in  Waters,  and  of  Fawns  in  Woods: 
Who,  tho1  not  worthy  yet  in  Heav'n  to  |live, 
Let  'em,  at  leaft,  enjoy  that  Earth  we  give. 
Can  thefe  be  thought  fecurely  lodg'd  below, 
When  I  my  felf,  who  no  Superior  know, 
I,  who.  have  Heav'n  and  Earth  at  my  Command, 
Have  been  attempted  by  Lycaons  Hand  ? 

At  this  a  Murmur  through  the  Synod  went, 
And  with  one  Voice  they  vote  his  Punimment. 
Thus,  when  confpiring  Traytors  dar'd  to  doom 
The  fall  of  Ccefar,  and  in  him  of  Rome, 
The  Nations  trembled  with  a  pious  fear ; 
All  arxious  for  their  Earthly  Thunderer: 
Nor  was  their  Care,  O  Ccefar,  lefs  efteem'd 
By  thee,  than  that  of  Heav'n  for  Jove  was  deem'd : 
Who  with  his  Hand,  and  Voice,  did  firft  reflrain 
Their  Murmurs,  then  refum'd  his  Speech  again. 
The  Gods  to  filence  were  compos'd,  and  fate 
With  reverence,  due  to  his  Superior  State. 

Cancel  your  picus  Cares ;  already  he 
Has  paid  his  Debt  to  juilice,  and  to  me. 

Yet 
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Yet  what  his  Crimes,  and  what  my  Judgments  were, 

Remains  for  me  thus  briefly  to  declare. 

The  Clamours  of  this  vile  degenerate  Age, 

The  Cries  of  Orphans,  and  th'  Oppreflbr's  Rage, 

Had  reach'd  the  Stars:  I  will  defcend,  faid  I, 

In  hope  to  prove  this  loud  Complaint  a  Lye. 

Difguis'd  in  Humane  Shape,  I  travell'd  round 

The  World,  and  more  than  what  I  heard,  I  found. 

O'er  Mcenalus  I  took  my  fleepy  way, 

By  Caverns  infamous  for  Beafls  of  Prey  : 

Then  crok'd  CjHene,  and  the  piny  Shade 

More  infamous  by  curft  Lycaon  made: 

Dark  Night  had  cover 'd  Heaven,  and  Earth,  before 

I  enter'd  his  Unhofpitable  Door. 

Juft  at  my  Entrance,  I  difplay'd  the  Sign 

That  fomevvhat  was  approaching  of  Divine. 

The  prcftrate  People  pray ;  the  Tyrant  grins  ; 

And,  adding  Prophanation  to  his  Sins, 

I'll  try,  faid  he,  and  if  a  Gcd  appear, 

To  prove  his  Deity  fhall  co£  him  dear. 

Twas  late  ;    the  gracelefs  Wretch  my  Death  prepares* 

When  I  fhou'd  foundly  ileep,  opprefl  with  Cares : 

This  dire  Experiment  he  chofe,  to  prove 

[f  I  were  Mortal,  or  undoubted  Jove  : 

But  firft  he  had  refolv'd  to  taiie  my  Pow'r ; 

Not  long  before,  but  in  a  lucklefs  hour, 

Some  Legates,  fent  from  the  Molojftan  State, 

iVere  on  a  peaceful  Errand  come  to  treat : 

Df  thefe  he  murders  one,  he  boils  the  Flefh  ; 

.^nd  lays  the  mangled  Morfels  in  a  Dim  : 

Some 


14  O  v  i  d'j  Metamorphofes.    Book  I. 

Some  part  he  roads ;  then  ferves  it  up,  fo  dreft, 

And  bids  me  welcome  to  this  humane  Feaft. 

Mov'd  with  difdain,  the  Table  I  o'er-turn'd  ; 

And  with  avenging  Flames  the  Palace  burn'd. 

The  Tyrant  in  a  fright,  for  fheker  gains 

The  neigmYring  Fields,  and  fcours  along  the  Plains, 

Howling  he  fled,  and  fain  he  wou'd  have  fpoke ; 

But  humane  Voice  his  Brutal  Tongue  forfook. 

About  his  Lips  the  gather'd  Foam  he  churns, 

And,  breathing  (laughters,  Hill  with  Rage  he  burns, 

But  on  the  bleating  Flock  his  fury  turns. 

His  Mantle,  now  his  Hide,  with  rugged  Hairs 

Cleaves  to  his  Back ;  a  famifh'd  Face  he  bears ; 

His  Arms  defcend,  his  Shoulders  fink  away 

To  multiply  his  Legs  for  chace  of  Prey. 

He  grows  a  Wolf,  his  hoarinefs  remains, 

And  the  fame  Rage  in  other  members  reigns. 

His  Eyes  flill  fparkle  in  a  narr'wer  fpace : 

His  Jaws  retain  the  grin,  and  violence  of  his  Face. 

This  was  a  fmgle  ruin,  but  not  one 
Deferves  fo  jufl  a  Punifhment  alone. 
Mankind's  a  Monfter,  and  th'  Ungodly  times 
Confed'rate  into  Guilt,  are  fworn  to  Crimes. 
All  are  alike  involv'd  in  111,  and  all 
Muft  by  the  fame  relentlefs  Fury  fall. 
Thus  ended  he;  the  greater  Gods  affents  y 

By  Clamours  urging  his  fevere  intent  5  > 

The  lefs  fill  up  the  Cry  for  Punifhment.  3 

Yet  Hill  with  pity  they  remember  Man; 
And  mourn  as  much  as  heav'nly  Spirits  can. 

They 
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They  ask,  when  thofe  were  loft  of  humane  Birth, 

What  he  wou'd  do  with  all  this  wafte  of  Earth: 

If  his  difpeopl'd  World  he  would  refign 

To  Beafts,  a  mute,  and  more  ignoble  Line; 

Neglected  Altars  muft  no  longer  fmoke, 

If  none  were  left  to  worfhip,  and  invoke. 

To  whom  the  Father  of  the  Gods  reply'd, 

Lay  that  unnecefTary  fear  afide : 

Mine  be  the  care,  new  People  to  provide. 

I  will  from  wondrous  Principles  ordain 

A  Race  unlike  the  firft,  and  try  my  Skill  again. 

Already  had  he  tofs'd  the  flaming  Brand  ; 
And  roll'd  the  Thunder  in  his  fpacious  Hand  -, 
Preparing  to  difcharge  on  Seas  and  Land  : 
But  ftopt,  for  fear,  thus  violently  driv'n, 
The  Sparks  mould  catch  his  Axle-tree  of  Heavn, 
Remembring  in  the  Fates,  a  time  when  Fire 
Shou'd  to  the  Battlements  of  Heaven  afpire, 
And  all  his  blazing  Worlds  above  fhou'd  burn  j 
And  all  th'  inferior  Globe  to  Cinders  turn. 
His  dire  Artill'ry  thus  difmift,  he  bent 
His  thoughts  to  fome  fecurer  Panifnment : 
Concludes  to  pour  a  Watry  Deluge  down ; 
And  what  he  durft  not  burn,  refoives  to  drown. 

The  Northern  Breath,  that  freezes  Floods,  he  binds; 
With  all  the  Race  of  Cloud -difpeiling  Winds: 
Fhe  South  he  loos'd,  who  Night  and  Horror  brings; 
\nd  Foggs  are  fhaken  from  his  flaggy  Wings. 
?rom  his  divided  Beard  two  Streams  he  pouvs, 
His  Head,  and  rheumy  Eyes  diftil  in  Show'rs. 

With 
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With  Rain  his  Robe,  and  heavy  Mantle  flow : 
And  lazy  Mills  ase  lowring  on  his  Brow ; 
Still  as  he  fwept  along,  with  his  clench'd  Fifl 
He  fqueez'd  the  Clouds,  th'  imprifon'd  Clouds  refill : 
The  Skies,  from  Pole  to  Pole,  with  peals  refound ; 
And  Show'rs  inlarg'd,  come  pouring  on  the  Ground. 
Then,  clad  in  Colours  of  a  various  Dye, 
Junonian  Iris  breeds  a  new  fupply 
To  feed  the  Clouds :  Impetuous  Rain  defcends ; 
The  bearded  Corn  beneath  the  Burden  bends : 
Defrauded  Clowns  deplore  their  perifh'd  Grain  j 
And  the  long  Labours  of  the  Year  are  vain. 

Nor  from  his  Patrimonial  Heaven  alone] 
Is  Jo<ve  content  to  pour  his  Vengeance  down  j 
Aid  from  his  Brother  of  the  Seas  he  craves, 
To  help  him  with  Auxiliary  Waves. 
The  watry  Tyrant  calls  his  Brooks  and  Floods, 
Who  rowl  from  moflie  Caves  (their  moifl  abodes ; ) 
And  with  perpetual  Urns  his  Palace  £11 : 
To  whom  in  brief,  he  thus  imparts  his  Will. 

Small  Exhortation  needs ;  your  Pow'rs  employ  s 
And  this  bad  World,  fo  Jove  requires,  deflroy. 
Let  loofe  the  Reins  to  all  your  watry  Store  : 
Bear  down  the  Damms,  and  open  ev'ry  door. 

The  Floods,  by  Nature  Enemies  to  Land, 
And  proudly  fwelling  with  their  new  Command, 
Remove  the  living  Stones,  that  flopt  their  way, 
And  gufhing  from  their  Source,  augment  the  Sea. 
Then,  with  his  Mace,  their  Monarch  ilruck  the  Ground;  ~\ 
With  inward  trembling  Earth  receive  the  Wound ;      > 
And  rifing  Streams  a  ready  paflage  found.  J 

Th* 
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Th'  expanded  Waters  gather  on  the  Plain : 
They  float  the  Fields,  and  over-top  the  Grain* 
Then  rufhing  onwards,  with  a  fweepy  fway, 
Bear  Blocks,  and  Folds,  and  lab'ring  Hinds  away. 
Nor  fafe  their  Dwellings  were,  for,  fap'd  by  Floods, 
Their  Houfes  fell  upon  their  Houmold  Gods, 
The  folid  Piles,  too  ftrongly  built  to  fall, 
High  o'er  their  Heads  behold  a  watry  Wall : 
Now  Seas  and  Earth  were  in  confufion  loft ; 
A  World  of  Waters,  and  without  a  Coaft. 

One  climbs  a  Cliff;   one  in  his  Boat  is  born  : 
And  ploughs  above,  where  late  he  fow'd  his  Corn, 
Others  o'er  Chimney-tops  and  Turrets  row, 
And  drop  their  Anchors  on  the  Meads  below: 
Or  downward  driv'n,  they  bruife  the  tender  Vine, 
Or  toft  aloft,  are  knock'd  againft  a  Pine. 
And  where  of  late  the  Kids  had  crept  the  Grafs, 
The  Monfters  of  the  deep  now  take  their  place. 
Infulting  Nereids  on  the  Cities  ride, 
And  wond'ring  Dolphins  o'er  the  Palace  glide. 
On  Leaves,  and  Mafts  of  mighty  Oaks  theybrouze* 
And  their  broad  Fins  entangle  in  the  Boughs. 
The  frighted  Wolf  now  fwims  amongft  the  Sheep ; 
The  yellow  Lion  wanders  in  the  deep  : 
His  rapid  force  no  longer  helps  the  Boar : 
The  Stag  fwims  fafter   than  he  ran  before. 
The  Fowls,  long  beating  on  their  Wings  in  vain, 
Defpair  of  Land,  and  drop  into  the  Main. 
Now  Hills,  and  Vales  no  more  diftin&ion  know  ; 
And  levcll'd  Nature  lies  opprefe'd  below. 

The 
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The  moft  of  Mortals  perifti  in  the  Flood : 
The  fmall  remainder  dies  for  want  of  Food. 

A  Mountain  of  ftupendous  height  there  Hands 
Betwixt  th'  Athenian  and  Boeotian  Lands, 
The  bound  of  fruithful  Fields,  while  Fields  they  were, 
But  then  a  Field  of  Waters  did  appear  : 
Parnajfus  is  its  name  ;  whofe  forky  rife 
Mounts  thro'  the  Clouds,  and  mates  the  lofty  Skie6. 
High  on  the  Summit  of  this  dubious  Cliff, 
Deucalion  wafting,  moor'd  his  little  Skiff. 
He  with  his  Wife  were  only  left  behind 
Ofperifh'd  Man;  they  two  were  human  Kind. 
The  Mountain  Nymphs,  and  Themis  they  adore, 
And  from  her  Oracles  relief  implore. 
The  moft  upright  of  Mortal  Men  was  he; 
The  moft  fmcere,  and  holy  Woman,  foe. 

When  Jupiter,  furveying  Earth  from  high, 
Beheld  it  in  a  Lake  of  Water  lie, 
That  where  fo  many  Millions  lately  liv'd, 
But  two,  the  beft  of  either  Sex,  furviv'd ; 
He  loos'd  the  Northern  Wind ;  fierce  Boreas  flies 
To  puff  away  the  Clouds,  and  purge  the  Skies : 
Serenely,  while  he  blows,  the  Vapours  driv'n, 
Difcover  Heav'n  to  Earth,  and  Earth  to  Heav'n. 
The  Billows  fall,  while  Neptune  lays  his  Mace 
On  the  rough  Sea,  and  fmooths  its  furrow'd  Face, 
Already  Triton,  at  his  call,  appears 
Above  the  Waves ;  a  Tyrian  Robe  he  wears ; 
And  in  his  hand  a  crooked  Trumpet  bears, 


\ 
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The  Sovereign  bids  him  peaceful    founds  infpire, 

And  give  the  Waves  the  fignal  to  retire. 

His  vvrithen  Shell  he  takes;  whofe   narrow  vent 

Grows  by  degrees  into  a  large  extent  ; 

Then  gives  it  breath;  the  Blaft  with  doubling  found; 

Runs  the  wide  Circuit  of  the  World  around  : 

The  Sun  iirft  heard  it,  in  his  early  Eaft, 

And  met  the  rattling  Echo's  in  the  Weft. 

The  Waters,  liftning  to  the  Trumpet's  roar, 

Obey  the  Summons,  and  forfake  the  Shore. 

A  thin  Circumference  of  Land  appears  3 
And  Earth,  but  not   at  once,  her  Vifage  rears, 
And  peeps  upon  the  Seas  from  upper  Grounds ; 
The  Streams,  but  juft  contain'd  within  their  bounds» 
By  flow  degrees  into  their  Channels  crawl ; 
And  Earth  increafes,  as  the  Waters  fall. 
In  longer  time  the  tops  of  Trees  appear, 
Which  Mud  on  their  difhonour'd  Branches  bear. 

At  length  the  World  was  all  reftor'd  to  view ; 
But  defolate,  and  of  a  fickly  hue : 
Nature  beheld  her  (elf,  and  flood  aghaft, 
A  difmal  Defart,  and  a  filent  Wafte. 

Which  when  Deucalion,  with  a  piteous  look 
Beheld,  he  wept,  and  thus  to  Pyrrha  fpoke ; 
Oh  Wife,  oh  Sifter,  oh  of  all  thy  Kind  ^ 

The  beft,  and  only  Creature  left  behind,  > 

By  Kindred,  Love,  and  now  by  Dangers  joyn'd;    j 
Of  Multitudes,  who  breath'd  the  common  Air, 
We  two  remain :  a  Species  in  a  Pair ; 

The 
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The  reft  the  Seas  have  fwallow'd ;  nor  have  we 

Ev'n  of  this  wretched  Life  a  certainty. 

The  Clouds  are  ftill  above ;  and  while  I  fpeak,. 

A  fecond  Deluge  o'er  our  Heads  may  break. 

Shou'd  I  be  fnatcht  from  hence,  and  thou  remain,       7 

Without  relief,  or  Partner  of  thy  pain,  f 

How  cou'dft  thou  fuch  a  wretched  Life  fuftain  ?  J 

Shou'd  I  be  left,  and  thou  be  loft,  the  Sea 

That  bury'd  her  I  lov'd,  fhou'd  bury  me. 

Oh  cou'd  our  Father  his  old  Arts  infpire, 

And  make  me  Heir  of  his  informing  Fire, 

That  fo  I  might  aboliiht  Man  retrieve, 

And  perifht  People  in  new  Souls  might  live  ! 

But  Heav'n  is  pleas'd,  nor  ought  we  to  complain, 

That  we,  th'  Examples  of  Mankind,  remain. 

He  faidj  the  careful  Couple joyn  their  Tears: 

And  then  invoke  the  Gods,  with  pious  Prayers,: 

Thus,  in  Devotion  having  eas'd  their  Grief^ 

From  facred  Oracles  they  feek  Relief; 

And  to  Cephifus1  Brook  their  way  purfue : 

The  Stream  was  troubled,  but  the  Ford  they  knew ; 

With  living  Waters,  in  the  Fountain  bred, 

They  fprinkle  firft  their  Garments,  and  their  Head 

Then  took  the  way,  which  to  the  Temple  led. 

The  Roofs  were  all  defii'd  with  Mofs,  and  Mire, 

The  defart  Altars  void  of  folemn  Fire. 

Before  the  Gradual,  proftrate  they  ador'd; 

The  Pavement  kifs'd  j  and  thus  the  Saint  implor'd. 

O  Righteous  Themis,  if  the  Pow'rs  above 
By  Pray'rs  are  bent  to  pity,  and  to  love; 


If 
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If  humane  Miferies  can  move  their  Mind ; 
If  yet  they  can  forgive,  and  yet  be  kind ; 
Tell  how  we  may  reftore,  by  fecond  birth, 
Mankind,  and  people  defolated  Earth. 
Then  thus  the  gracious  Goddefs,  nodding,  faid ; 
Depart,  and  with  your  Veftments  veil  your  head : 
And  ftooping  lowly  down,  with  looien'd  Zones, 
Throw  each  behind  your  backs,  your  mighty  Mother's 

Bones. 
Amaz  d  the  Pair,  and  mute  with  wonder  ftand, 
'Till  Pyrrha  firft  refus'd  the  dire  Command. 
Forbid  it  Heav'n,  faid  me,  that  I  ftiou'd  tear 
Thofe  Holy  Reliques  from  the  Sepulcher. 
They  ponder' d  the  myfterious  words  again, 
For  fome  new  fenfe ;  and  long  they  fought  in  vain : 
At  length  Deucalion  clear'd  his  cloudy  brow, 
And  faid,  the  dark  Mnigma  will  allow 
A  Meaning,  which  if  well  I  underftand, 
From  Sacrilege  will  free  the  God's  Command : 
Ttiis  Earth  our  mighty  Mother  is,  the  Stones 
In  her  capacious  Body,  are  her  Bones: 
Thefe  we  muft  caft  behind-     With  hope,  and  fear, 
The  Woman  did  the  new  Solution  hear : 
The  Man  diffides  in  his  own  Augury, 
And  doubts  the  Gods;  yet  both  refolve  to  try. 
Defcending  from  the  Mount,  they  firft  unbind 
Their  Veils,  and  veil'd,  they  caft  the  Stones  behind :} 
The  Stones  (a  Miracle  to  Mortal  View, 
But  long  Tradition  makes  it  pafs  for  true) 
Did  firft  the  Rigour  of  their  Kind  expel, 
And  fuppled  into  foftnefs  as  they  fell ; 

Then 
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Then  fwelPd,  and  fwelling,  by  degrees  grew  warm; 
And  took  the  Rudiments  of  human  Form. 
Imperfect  Shapes :  in  Marble  fuch  are  feen, 
When  the  rude  Chizzel  does  the  Man  begin ; 
While  yet  the  roughnefs  of  the  Stone  remains, 
Without  the  riling  Mufcles,  and  the  Veins. 
The  fappy  parts,  and  next  refembling  juice, 
Were  turn'd  to  moifture,  for  the  Body's  ufe: 
Supplying  humours,  biood  and  nourifhment ; 
The  reft,  too  folid  to  receive  a  bent, 
Converts  to  Bones ;  and  what  was  once  a  Vein, 
Its  former  Name  and  Nature  did  retain. 
By  help  of  Pow'r  Divine,  in  little  fpace, 
What  the  Man  threw,  aflum'd   a  Manly  Face; 
And  what  the  Wife,  renew'd  the  Female  Race. 
Hence  we  derive  our  Nature;  born  to  bear 
Laborious  Life ;  and  harden 'd  into  Care. 

The  reft  of  Animals,  from  teeming  Earth 
Produc'd,  in  various  forms  receiv'd  their  birth. 
The  native  moifture,  in  its  clofe  retreat, 
Digefted  by  the  Sun's  iEtherial  Heat, 
As  in  a  kindly  Womb,  began  to  breed  : 
Then  fwell'd,  and  quicken'd  by  the  vital  Seed. 
And  fome  in  lefs,  and  fome  in  longer  fpace, 
Were  ripen'd  into  form,  and  took  a  fev'ral  face. 
Thus  when  the  Nile  from  Pharian  Fields  is  fled, 
And  feeks,  with  Ebbing  Tides,  his  Ancient  Bed, 
The  fat  Manure  with  Heav'nly  Fire  is  warm'd; 
And  crufted  Creatures,  as  in  Wombs,  are  form'd ; 
Thefe,  when  they  turn  the  Glebe,  the.Peafants  find; 
Some  rude,  and  yet  unfiniih'd  in  their  kind: 

Shor 
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Short  of  their  Limbs,  a  lame  imperfett  Birth; 
One  half  alive,  and  one  of  lifelefs  Earth. 

For  heat,  and  moifture,  when  in  Bodies  join'd, 
The  temper  that  refults  from  either  Kind 
Conception  makes ;  and  fighting  'till  they  mix, 
Their  mingled  Atoms  in  each  other  fix. 
Thus  Nature's  hand  the  Genial  Bed  prepares 
With  friendly  Difcord,  and  with  fruitful  Wars. 

From  hence  the  furface  of  the  Ground  with  Mud 
And  Slime  befmear'd,  (the  feces  of  the  Flood) 
Receiv'd  the  Rays  of  Heav'n;  and  fucking  in 
The  Seeds  of  Heat,  new  Creatures  did  begin : 
Some  were  of  feveral  forts  produc'd  before, 
But  of  new  Monfters,  Earth  created  more. 
Unwillingly,  but  yet  me  brought  to  light 
Thee,  Python  too,  the  wond'ring  World  to  fright, 
And  the  new  Nations,  with  fo  dire  a  fight : 
So  monftrous  was  his  bulk,  fo  large  a  fpace 
Did  his  vaft  Body,  and  long  Train  embrace. 
Whom  Phaehus  basking  on  a  Bank  efpy'd ; 
Ere  now  the  God  his  Arrows  had  not  try'd 
But  on  the  trembling  Deer,  or  Mountain  Goat ; 
At  this  new  Quarry  he  prepares  to  fhoot. 
Though  every  Shaft  took  place,  he  fpent  the  Store 
Of  his  full  Quiver;  and  'twas  long  before 
Th'  expiring  Serpent  wallow'd  in  his  Gore. 
Then,  to  preferve  the  Fame  of  fuch  a  deed, 
For  Python  flain,  he  Pythian  Games  decreed. 
Where  Noble  Youths  for  Mafterfhip  fhou'd  Ilrive, 
To  Quoit,  to  Run,  and  Steeds  and  Chariots  drive.        , 

The 
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The  Prize  was  Fame :  In  witnefs  of  Renown 
An  Oaken  Garland  did  the  Viclor  crown. 
The  Laurel  was  not  yet  for  Triumphs  born; 
But  every  Green  alike  by  Pbcebus  worn 
Did  with  promifcuous  Grace,  his  flowing  Locks  adorn. 

The  Transformation  of  Daphne   into  a 
Laurel 

The  firft  and  faireft  of  his  Loves,  was  me 
Whom  not  blind  Fortune,  but  the  dire  Decree 
Of  angry  Cupid  forc'd  him  to  defire  : 
Daphne  her  Name,  and  Peneus  was  her  Sire. 
Swell'd  with  the  Pride,  that  new  Succefs  attends, 
He  fees  the  Stripling,  while  his  Bow  he  bends, 
And  thus  infults  him  -,  Thou  lafcivious  Boy, 
Are  Arms  like  thefe  for  Children  to  employ  ? 
Know,  fach  Atchievements  are  my  proper  claim  ; 
Due  to  my  vigour,  and  unerring  aim : 
Refifllefs  are  my  Shafts,  and  Python  late 
In  fuch  a  feather'd  Death,  has  found  his  fate. 
Take  up  thy  Torch,  (and  lay  my  Weapons  by) 
With  that  the  feeble  Souls  of  Lovers  fry. 
To  whom  the  Son  of  Venus  thus  reply'd, 
Ph&bus,  thy  Shafts  are  fure  on  all  befide, 
But  mine  on  Phcsbm,  mine  the  Fame  mail  be 
Of  all  thy  Conquefls,  when  I  conquer  thee. 

He  faid,  and  fearing,  fwiftly  wing'dhis  flight: 
Nor  ftopt  but  en  Parnafus'  airy  height. 
Two  difPrent  Shafts  he  from  his  Quiver  draws; 
One  to  repel  Defire,  and  one  to  caufe. 

One 
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One  Shaft  is  pointed  with  refulgent  Gold: 
To  bribe  the  Love,  and  make  the  Lover  bold : 
One  blunt,  and  tipt  with  Lead,  whofe  bafe  Allay 
Provokes  Difdain,  and  drives  Defire  away. 
The  blunted  Bolt  againft  the  Nymph  he  dreft : 
But  with  the  fharp  transfixt  Apollo 's  Breaft. 

Th'  enamour'd  Deity  purfues  the  Chace; 
The  fcornful  Damfel  fhuns  his  loath 'd  Embrace : 
In  hunting  Beads  of  Prey  her  Youth  employs ; 
And  Pbcebe  rivals  in  her  rural  Joys. 
With  naked  Neck  fhe  goes,  and  Shoulders  bare  ; 
And  with  a  Fillet  binds  her  flowing  Hair. 
By  many  Suitors  fought,  me  mocks  their  pains, 
And  flill  her  vow'd  Virginity  maintains. 
Impatient  of  a  Yoke,  the  name  of  Bride 
She  fhuns,  and  hates  the  Joys,  lhe  never  try'd. 
On  Wilds,  and  Woods,  fhe  fixes  her  Defire: 
Nor  knows  what  Youth,  and  kindly  Love,  inlpire. 
Her  father  chides  her  oft  j  Thou  ow'ft,  fays  he, 
A  Husband  to  thy  felf,  a  Son  to  me. 
She,  like  a  Crime,  abhors  the  Nuptial  Bed  : 
She  glows  with  Blulhes,  and  fhe  hangs  her  Head. 
Then  cafling  round  his  Neck  her  tender  Arms, 
Sooths  him  with  Bland ifhments,  and  filial  Charms : 
Give  me,  my  Lord,  fhe  faid,  to  live,  and  die, 
A  fpotlefs  Maid,  without  the  Marriage  Tye. 
»Tis  but  a  fmall  Requefl ;  I  beg  no  more 
Than  what  Dianas  Father  gave  before. 
The  good  old  Sire  was  foften'd  to  confent ; 
But  faid  her  Wifh  vvou'd  prove  her  Pumihment: 

V  o  l.  I.  E  For 
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For  fo  much  Youth,  and  fo  much  Beauty  join'd, 
Qppos'd  the  State,  which  her  Defires  defign'd. 

The  Gcd  of  Light,  afp'ring  to  her  Bed,  1 

Hopes  what  he  feeks,  with  flattering  Fancies  fed;     Y 
And  is,  by  his  own  Oracles,  mif-led.  * 

And  as  in  empty  Fields  the  Stubble  burns, 
Or  nightly  Travellers,  when  Day  returns, 
Their  ufelefs  Torches  on  dry  Hedges  throw, 
That  catch  the  Flames,  and  kindle  all  the  Row; 
So  burns  the  God,  confuming  in  Defire, 
And  feeding  in  his  Breaft  a  fruitlefs  Fire  : 
Her  well-turn'd  Neck  he  view'd  (her  Neck  was  bare) 
And  on  her  Shoulders  her  dimevel'd  Hair; 
Oh  were  it  comb'd,  faid  he,  with  what  a  Grace 
Wou'd  every  waving  Curl  become  her  Face  ! 
He  view'd  her  Eyes,  like  Heav'nly  Lamps  that  fhone, 
He  view'd  her  Lips,  too  fweet  to  view  alone, 
Her  taper  Fingers,  and  her  panting  Breaft ; 
He  praifes  all  he  fees,  and  for  the  reft 
Believes  the  Beauties  yet  unfeen  are  bed: 
Swift  as  the  Wind,  the  Damfel  fled  away, 
Nor  did  for  thefe  alluring  Speeches  ftay  : 
Stay  Nymph,  he  cry'd,  I  follow,  not  a  Foe. 
'  Thus  from  the  Lyon  trips  the  trembling  Doe; 
Thus  from  the  Wolf  the  frighten'd  Lamb  removes,   1 
And,  from  purfuing  Faulcons,  fearful  Doves ;  S 

Thou  fhunn'ft  a  God,  and  fhunn'fi  a  God,  that  loves. 
Ah,  leflfome  Thorn  fhou'd  pierce  thy  tender  Foot, 
Or  thou  mou'dft  fall  in  flying  my  Purfuit! 
To  fharp  uneven  Ways  thy  Steps  decline ; 
Abate  thy  Speed,  and  I  will  bate  of  mine, 
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Yet  think  from  whom  thou  doft  fo  ralhly  fly ; 

Nor  bafcly  born,  nor  Shepherd's  Swain  am  I. 

Perhaps  thou  know'ft  not  my  fuperior  State ; 

And  from  that  Ignorance  proceeds  thy  Hate. 

Me  C/aros,  Delphos,  Tenedos  obey ; 

Thefe  Hands  the  Patareian  Scepter  fway. 

The  King  of  Gods  begot  me :  What  mail  be, 

Or  is,  or  ever  was,  in  Fate,  I  fee. 

Mine  is  th'  Invention  of  the  charming  Lyre ; 

Sweet  Notes,  and  Heav'nly  Numbers,  I  infpire. 

Sure  is  my  Bow,  unerring  is  my  Dart ; 

But  ah !  more  deadly  his,  who  pierc'd  my  Heart. 

Med'cine  is  mine;  what  Herbs  and  Simples  grow     } 

Jn  Fields,  and  Forefis,  all  their  Pow'rs  I  know ;      L 

And  am  the  great  Phyfician  call'd,  below.  ) 

Alas  that  Fields  and  Forefls  can  afford 

No  Remedies  to  heal  their  Love-fick  Lord ! 

To  cure  the  pains  of  Love,  no  Plant  avails : 

And  his  own  Phyfick  the  Phyfician  fails. 

She  heard  not  half;  fo  furioufly  ihe  flies ; 
And  on  her  Ear  th'  imperfect  Accent  dies. 
Fear  gave  her  Wings :  and  as  me  fled,  the  Wind 
Increafing,  fpread  her  flowing  Hair  behind  ; 
And  left  her  Legs  and  Thighs  expos'd  to  view: 
Which  made  the  God  more  eager  to  purfue. 
The  God  was  young,  and  was  too  hotly  bent 
To  lofehis  time  in  empty  Compliment: 
But  led  by  Love,  and  fir'd  with  fuch  a  fight, 
Impetuouily  purfu'd  his  near  Delight. 

As  when  th'  impatient  Greyhound  flipt  from  far, 
Bounds  o'er  the  Glebe  to  courfe  the  fearful  Hare, 

E   2  She 
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She  in  her  Speed  does  all  her  Safety  lay; 

And  he  with  double  Speed  purfues  the  Prey  ; 

O'er- runs  her  at  the  fitting  Turn,  and  licks 

His  Chaps  in  vain,  and  blows  upon  the  Flix: 

She  fcapes,  and  for  the  neighb'ring  Covert  ftrivev 

And  gaining  fhelter  doubts  if  yet  (he  lives : 

If  little  things  with  great  we  may  compare, 

Such  was  the  God,  and  fuch  the  flying  Fair, 

She  urg'd  by  Fear,  her  Feet  did  fwiftly  move, 

Bat  he  more  fwiftly,  who  was  urg'd  by  Love. 

He  gathers  ground  upon  her  in  the  Chace:  3 

Now  breathes  upon  her  Hair,  with  nearer  Pace  ;     ^ 

And  juft  is  fafVning  on  the  wifti'd  Embrace.  ^ 

The  Nymph  grew  pale,  and  in  a  mortal  Fright, 

Spent  with  the  Labour  of  fo  long  a  Flight; 

And  now  defpairing,  caft  a  mournful  Look 

Upon  the  Streams  of  her  Paternal  Brook; 

Oh  help,  me  cry'd  in  this  extremefl  need ! 

If  Water-Gods  are  Deities  indeed  : 

Gape  Earth,  and  this  unhappy  Wretch  intomb; 

Or  change  my  Form,  whence  all  my  Sorrows  come. 

Scarce  had  me  finHh'd,  when  her  Feet  (he  found 

Benumb'd  with  Cold,  and  faften'd  to  the  Ground: 

A  filmy  Rind  about  her  Body  grows; 

Her  Hair  to  Leaves,  her  Arms  extend  to  Boughs : 

The  Nymph  is  all  into*  Laurel  gone  ; 

The  Smoothnefs  cf  her  Skin  remains  alone. 

Yet  Pheebus  loves  her  Ml  and  calling  round 

Her  Bole,  his  Arms,  fome  little  Warmth  he  found. 

The  Tree  ftill  panted  in  th'  unfinifli'd  Part: 

Not  wholly  .vegetiyc,  and  .heav'd  her  Heart. 
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He  fixt  his  Lips  upon  the  trembling  Rind ; 
It  fwerv'd  afide,  and  his  Embrace  declin'd* 
To  whom  the  God,  Becaufe  thou  canft  not  be 
My  Miftrefs,  I  efpoufe  thee  for  my  Tree  : 
Be  thou  the  Prize  of  Honour,  and  Renown  j 
The  deathlefs  Poet,  and  the  Poem,  crown, 
Thou  malt  the  Roman  Feiftivals  adorn, 
And,  after  Poets,  be  by  Victors  worn. 
Thou  fhalt  returning  Gafars  Triumph  grace;  | 

When  Pomps  mail  in  a  long  Proceffion  pafs. 
'  Wreath'd  on  the  Poll  before  his  Palace  wait ; 
And  be  the  facred  Guardian  of  the  Gate, 
Secure  from  Thunder,  and  unharm'd  by  Jovt, 
Unfading  as  th'  immortal  Pow'rs  above : 
And  as  the  Locks  of  Phcebus  are  unlhorn, 
So  fhall  perpetual  Green  thy  Boughs  adorn» 
The  grateful  Tree  was  pleas'd  with  what  he  faid } 
And  Ihook  the  fhady  Honours  of  her  Head. 

If  he  Transformation  of  Io  into  a  Heifer. . 

An  ancient  Foreft  in  Tbejalia  grows  5 
Which  Tempi s  pleafing  Valley  does  inclofe : 
Through  this  the  rapid  Peneus  take  his  courfe ; 
From  Pindus  rolling  with  impetuous  force ; 
Mifts  from  the  River's  mighty  Fall  arife : 
And  deadly  Damps  inclofe  the  cloudy  Skies : 
Perpetual  Fogs  are  hanging  o'er  the  Wood ; 
And  Sounds  of  Waters  deaf  the  Neighbourhood, 
Deep,  in  a  Rocky  Cave,  he  makes  abode : 
(A  Manfion  proper  for  a  mourning  God.J 

E  3  Here 
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Here  he  gives  Audience ;  ifluing  out  Decrees 

To  Rivers,  his  dependant  Deities. 

On  this  occafion  hither  they  refort ; 

To  pay  their  Homage,  and  to  make  their  Court. 

All  doubtful,  whether  to  congratulate 

His  Daughter's  Honour,  or  lament  her  Fate. 

Sperchausy  crown'd  with  Poplar,  firft  appears ; 

Then  old  Apidanus  came  crown'd  with  Years: 

Enipeus  turbulent,  Amphryfis  tame  ; 

And  Mas  faft  with  lagging  Waters  came. 

Then,  of  his  Kindred  Brooks,  a  num'rous  Throng 

Condole  his  Lofs ;  and  bring  their  Urns  along* 

Not  one  was  wanting  of  the  wat'ry  Train, 

That  fill'd  his  Flood,  or  mingled  with  the  Main, 

But  Inachusy  who  in  his  Cave,  alone, 

Wept  not  another's  Loffes  but  his  own ; 

For  his  dear  lo,  whether  ftray'd,  or  dead, 

To  him  uncertain,  doubtful  Tears  he  Ihed. 

He  fought  her  through  the  World;  but  fought  in  vain;; 

And  no  where  finding,  rather  fear'd  her  Slain. 

Her,  juft  returning-  from  her  Father's  Brook, 
Jove  had  beheld,  with  a  defiring  Look : 
And,  Oh  fair  Daughter  of  the  Flood,  he  faid, 
Worthy  alone  of  Jove's  Imperial  Bed, 
Happy  whoever  fhall  thofe  Charms  poffefs ;  j 
The  King  of  Gods  (nor  is  thy  Lover  lefs) 
Invites  thee  to  yon  cooler  Shades;  to  fhun 
The  fcorching  Rays  of  the  Meridian  Sun. 
Nor  fhalt  thou  tempt  the  Dangers  of  the  Grove 
Alone,  without  a  Guide ;  thy  Guide  is  Jove. 
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No  puny  Pow'r,  but  he  whofe  high  Command         ■  V 
Is  unconfin'd,  who  rules  the  Seas  and  Land  ;  >• 

And  tempers  Thunder  in  his  awful  Hand.  J 

Oh  fly  not :  For  me  fled  from  his  Embrace 
O'er  Lena's  Failures :  he  purfu'd  the  Chace 
Along  the  Shades  of  the  Lyraenn  Plain  ; 
At  length  the  God,  who  never  asks  in  vain, 
Involv'd  with  Vapours,  imitating  Night,  ^ 

Both  Air,  and  Earth ;  and  then  fupprefs'd  her  Flight,   / 
And  mingling  Force    with   Love,   enjoy'd  the  full  r 
Delight.  J 

Mean-time  the  jealous  Juno,  from  on  high, 
Surveyed  the  fruitful  Fields  of  Arcady ; 
And  wonder'd  that  the  Mill  fhou'd  over-run 
The  face  of  Daylight,  and  obfcure  the  Sun, 
No  Nat'ral  Caufe  fhe  found,  from  Brooks,  or  Bogs^ 
Or  marfliy  Lowlands,  to  produce  the  Fogs : 
Then  round  the  Skies  fhe  fought  for  Jupiter, 
Her  faithlefs  Husband;  but  no  Jove  was  there: 
Sufpecling  now  the  worft,  Or  I,  fhe  faid, 
Am  much  miftaken,  or  am  much  betray'd. 
With  Fury  fhe  precipitates  her  Flight :  Y 

Difpels  the  Shadows  of  difTembled  Night  j  C 

And  to  the  Day  reftores  his  native  Light.  J 

Th'  Almighty  Leacher,  careful  to  prevent 
The  Confequence,  forefeeing  her  Defcent, 
Transforms  his  Miftrefs  in  a  trice  ;  and  now 
In  /*'s  place  appears  a  lovely  Cow. 
So  fleek  her  Skin,  fo  faultlefs  was  her  Make, 
Ev'n  Juno  did  unwilling  Pleafure  take 
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To  fee  fo  fair  a  Rival  of  her  Love  ; 

And  what  flie  was,  and  whence,  enquir'd  of  Jove  : 

Of  what  fair  Herd,  and  from  what  Pedigree  ? 

The  God,  half  caught,  was  forc'd  upon  a  Lye : 

And  faid  me  fprung  from  Earth.    She  took  the  Word, 

And  begg'd  the  beauteous  Heifer  of  her  Lord. 

What  fhou'd  he  do  ?  'twas  equal  fhame  to  Jove 

Or  to  relinquim,  or  betray  his  Love-s 

Yet  to  refufe  fo  flight  a  Gift,  wou'd  be 

But  more  t'increafe  his  Conforms  Jealoufy : 

Thus  Fear,  and  Love,  by  turns,  his  Heart  aflail'd  l 

And  Wronger  Love  had  fure,  at  length,  prevail'd: 

But  fome  faint  Hope  remain'd,  his  jealous  Queen 

Had  not  the  Miftrefs  through  the  Heifer  feen» 

The  cautious  Goddefs,  of  her  Gift  pofTeft, 

Yet  harbour'd  anxious  thoughts  within  her  Breaft » 

As  Ihe  who  knew  the  Falfhood  of  her  Jove ; 

And  juftly  fear'd  fome  new  Relapfe  of  Love. 

Which  to  prevent,  and  to  fecure  her  Care, 

To  trufty  Argus  lhe  commits  the  Fair. 

The  head  of  Argus  (as  with  Stars  the  Skies) 
Was  compafs'd  round,  and  wore  an  hundred  Eyes. 
But  two  by  turns  their  Lids  in  Slumber  fleep; 
The  reft  on  duty  Hill  their  Station  keep ; 
Nor  cou'd  the  total  Conitellation  fleep. 
Thus,  ever  prefent,  to  his  Eyes,  and  Mind , 
His  Charge  was  ftill  before  him,  tho'  behind. 
In  Fields  he  luffer'd  her  to  feed  by  Day, 
But  when  the  fetting  Sun  to  Night  gave  way, 
The  Captive  Cow  he  fummon'd  with  a  Call ; 
And  drove  her  back,  and  ty'dher  to  the  Stall. 

On 
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On  Leaves  of  Trees,  and  bitter  Herbs  (he  fed, 

Heav'n  was  her  Canopy,  bare  Earth  her  Bed  : 

So  hardly  lodg'd,  and  to  digeft  her  Food, 

She  drank  from  troubled  Streams,  defil'd  with  Mud. 

Her  woeful  Story  fain  fhe  wou'd  have  told, 

With  Hands  upheld,  but  had  no  Hands  to  hold. 

Her  Head  to  her  ungentle  Keeper  bow'd, 

She  ftrove  to  fpeak,  fhe  fpoke  not,  but  ihe  low'd  : 

Affrighted  with  the  Noife,  ihe  look'd  around, 

And  feem'd  t'inquire  the  Author  of  the  Sound. 

Once  on  the  Banks  where  often  fhe  had  play'd, 
(Her  Father's  Banks)  fhe  came,  and  there  furvey'd 
Her  alter'd  Vifagc,  and  her  branching  Head ; 
And  flatting,  from  her  felf  fhe  wou'd  have  fled, 
Her  fellow  Nymphs,  familiar  to  her  Eyes, 
Beheld,  but  knew  her  not  in  this  Difguife. 
Ev'n  Inachus  himfelf  was  ignorant ; 
And  in  his  Daughter,  did  his  Daughter  want. 
She  follow'd  where  her  Fellows  went,  as  fhe 
Were  flill  a  Partner  of  the  Company  : 
They  ftroak  her  Neck ;  the  gentle  Heifer  Hands, 
And  her  Neck  offers  to  their  flroaking  Hands. 
Her  Father  gave  her  Grafs ;  the  Grafs  fhe  took ;      j 
And  lick'd  his  Palms,  and  caft  a  piteous  Look ;         C 
And  in  the  Language  of  her  Eyes,  fhe  fpoke.  j 

She  wou'd  have  told  her  Name,  and  ask'd  Relief, 
But  wanting  Words,  in  Tears  fhe  tells  her  Grief. 
Which,  with  her  Foot  fhe  makes  him  underftand  ; 
And  prints  the  name  of  Jo  in  the  Sand. 

Ah  wretched  me  !  her  mournful  Father  cry'd  ; 
She,  with  a  Sigh,  to  wretched  me  reply'd  : 

E  c  Abou; 
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About  her  Milk-white  Neck  his  Arms  he  threw ; 
And  wept,  and  then  thefe  tender  Words  enfue. 
And  art  thou  me,  whom  I  have  fought  around 
The  World,  and  have  at  length  fo  tfadly  found  ? 
So  found,  is  worfe  than  loft  :  with  mutual  Words 
Thou  anfwer'ft  not,  no  Voice  thy  Tongue  affords : 
But  Sighs  are  deeply  drawn  from  out  thy  Breaft ; 
And  Speech  deny'd,  by  Lowing  is  exprefs'd. 
Unknowing,  I  prepar'd  thy  Bridal  Bed; 
With  empty  Hopes  of  happy  Ifliie  fed. 
But  now  the  Husband  of  a  Herd  mud  be 
Thy  Mate,  and  bell' wing  Sons  thy  Progeny. 
Oh,  were  I  mortal,  Death  might  bring  Reliefs 
But  now  my  God  head  but  extends  my  Grief: 
Prolongs  my  Woes,  of  which  no  End  I  fee, 
And  makes  me  curfe  my  Immortality  ! 
More  had  he  faid,  but  fearful  of  her  Stay, 
The  Starry  Guardian  drove  his  Charge  away, 
To  fome  frefli  Pafture ;  on  a  hilly  Height 
He  fate  himfelf,  and  kept  her  flill  in  fight. 

The  Eyes  of  Argus   Transform*  d  into  a 
Peacock's  Train. 

Now  Jove  no  longer  cou'd  her  Sufferings  bear ; 
But  call'd  in  hafle  his  airy  Meffenger, 
The  Son  of  Maia,  with  fevere  decree 
To  kill  the  Keeper,  and  to  fet  her  free. 
With  all  his  Harnefs  foon  the  God  was  fped, 
His  flying  Hat  was  faftned  on  his  Head, 

Wings 
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Wings  on  his  Heels  were  hung,  and  in  his  Hand 
He  holds  the  Virtue  of  the  Snaky  Wand. 
The  liquid  Air  his  moving  Pinions  wound, 
And,  in  the  moment,  moot  him  on  the  Ground. 
Before  he  came  in  fight,  the  crafty  God 
His  Wings  difmifs'd,  but  flill  retain'd  his  Rod  % 
That  Sleep-procuring  Wand  wife  Hermes  took, 
But  made  it  feem  to  fight  a  Shepherd's  Hook. 
With  this,  he  did  a  Herd  of  Goats  controul; 
Which  by  the  way  he  met,  and  flily  Hole. 
Clad  like  a  Country  Swain,  he  Pip'd,  and  Sung; 
And  playing,  drove  his  jolly  Troop  along. 

With  pleafure,  Argus  the  Mufician  heeds ; 
But  wonders  much  at  thofe  new  vocal  Reeds. 
And  whofoe'er  thou  art,  my  Friend,  faid  he,  •} 

Up  hither  drive  thy  Goats,  and  play  by  me :  C 

This  Hill  has  Brovvz  for  them,  and  Shade  for  thee.    S 
The  God,  who  was  with  eafe  indue  d  to  climb, 
Began  Difcourfe  to  pafs  away  the  Time ; 
And  Hill  betwixt,  his  tuneful  Pipe  he  plies  ; 
And  watch'd  his  Hour,  to  clofe  the  Keeper's  Eyes. 
With  much  ado,  he  partly  kept  awake  ; 
Not  fuff'ring  ail  his  Eyes  Repofe  to  take  : 
And  ask'd  the  Stranger,  who  did  Reeds  invent, 
And  whence  began  fo  rare  an  Inftrument  ? 

ihe  Transformation  of  Syrinx   int% 
Reeds. 

Then  Hermes  thus ;  A  Nymph  of  late  there  was, 
Whofe  Heav'nly  Form  her  Fellows  did  fnrpafs, 

The 
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The  Pride  and  Joy  of  fair  Arcadia*  Plains. 
Belov'd  by  Deities,  ador'd  by  Swains : 
Syrinx  her  Name,  by   Sylvans  oft  purfu'd, 
As  oft  fhe  did   the  Luftful  Gods  delude : 
The  Rural,  and  the  Woodland  Pow'rs  difdainM; 
With  Cynthia  hunted,  and  her  Rites  maintain'd: 
Like  Phcebe  clad,  even  Phoebe's  fclf  fhe  feems, 
So  Tall,  fo  Streight,  fuch  well  proportion' d  Limbs: 
The  nicer!  Eye  did  no  Diftinftion  know, 
But  that  the  Goddefs  bore  a  Golden  Bow : 
Diftinguifh'd  thus,  the  Sight  fhe  cheated  too. 
Defcending  from  Lycaus,  Pan  admires 
The  matchlefs  Nymph,  and  burns  with  new  Defires 
A  Crown  of  Pine  upon  his  Head  he  wore; 
And  thus  began  her  Pity  to  implore. 
But  ere  he  thus  began,  fhe  took  her  flight 
So  fwift,  me  was  already  out  of  fight. 
Nor  ftay'd  to  hear  the  Courtfhip  of  the  God ; 
But  bent  her  courfe  to  Ladons  gentle  Flood  : 
There  by  the  River  flopt,  and  tir'd  before, 
Relief  from  Water- Nymphs  her  Pray'rs  implore. 
Now  while  the  Luftful  God,  with  fpeedy  pace, 
Jail  thought  to  ftrain  her  in  a  Uriel  Embrace, 
He  rills  his  Arms  with  Reeds,  new  rifing  on  the  Place 
And  while  he  fighs,  his  ill  Succefs  to  find, 
The  tender  Canes  were  fhaken  by  the  Wind  ; 
And  breath'd  a  mournful  Air,  unheard  before ; 
That  much  furprizing  Pan,  yet  pleas'd  him  more. 
Admiring  this  new  Mufick,  Thou,  he  faid, 
Who  canft  not  be  the  Partner  of  my  Bed, 
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At  leaft  fhalt  be  the  Confort  of  my   Mind  : 

And  often,  often  to  my  Lips  be  join'd. 

He  form'd  the  Reeds,  proportion'd  as  they  are,         ^ 

Unequal  in  their  Length,  and  wax'd  with  Care,         £ 

They  ftill  retain  the  Name  of  his  Ungrateful  Fair,     3 

While  Hermes  pip'd,  and  fung,  and  told  his  Tale, 
The  Keeper's  winking  Eyes  began  to  fail, 
And  drowfie  Slumber  on   the  Lids  to  creep  ; 
'Till  all  the  Watchman  was  at  length  afleep. 
Then  foon  the  God  his  Voice,  and  Song  fuppreft  3 
And  with  his  pow'rful  Rod  confirm'd  his  Reft  : 
Without  delay  his  crooked  Faulchion  drew, 
And  at  one  fatal  Stroke  the  Keeper  flew. 
Down  from  the  Rock  fell  the  difTever'd  Head, 
Opening  its  Eyes  in  Death;  and  falling,  bled 3 
And  mark'd  the  Paflage  with  a  crimfon  Traih 
Thus  Argus  lies  in  pieces,  cold  and  pale; 
And  all  his  hundred  Eyes,  with  all  their  Light,  + 

Are  clos'd  at  once,  in  one  perpetual  Night. 
Thefe  Juno  takes,  that  they  no  more  may  fail, 
And  fpreads  them  in  her  Peacock's  gaudy  Tail. 

Impatient  to  revenge  her  injur1  d  Bed, 
She  wreaks  her  Anger  on  her  Rival's  Head ; 
With  Furies  frights  her  from  her  Native  Home; 
And  drives  her  gadding,  round  the  World  to  roam : 
Nor  ceas'd  her  Madnefs,  and  her  Flight  before 
She  touch'd  the  Limits  of  the  Pbarian  Shore. 
At  length,  arriving  on  the  Banks  of  Nile, 
Wearied  with  Length  of  Ways,  and  worn  with  Toil, 
She  laid  her  down ;  and  leaning  on  her  Knees, 
invok'd  the  Caufe  of  all  her  Miieries ; 

And 
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And  cad  her  languifhing  Regards  above, 

For  Help  from  Heav'n,  and  her  ungrateful  Jove. 

She  figh'd,  fhe  wept,  fhe  low'd  ;  'twas  all  fhe  cou'd ; 

And  with  Unkindnefs  feem'd  to  tax  the  God. 

Laft,  with  an  humble  Pray'r,  fhe  beg'd  Repofe, 

Or  Death  at  leaft,  to  finifh  all  her  Woes. 

Jo<v e  heard  her  Vows,  and  with  a  flatt'ring  Look, 

In  her  behalf  to  jealous  Juno  fpoke. 

He  call  his  Arms  about  her  Neck,  and  faid, 

Dame,  reft  fecure ;  no  more  thy  Nuptial  Bed 

This  Nymph  fhail  violate ;  by  Styx  I  fwear, 

And  every  Oath  that  binds  the  Thunderer. 

The  Goddefs  was  appeas'd  ;  and  at  the  Word 

Was  Io  to  her  former  Shape  reftor'd, 

The  rugged  Hair  began  to  fall  away; 

The  Sweetnefs  of  her  Eyes  did  only  ftay, 

Tho'  not  fo  large;  her  crooked  Horns  decreafe; 

The  Widenefs  of  her  Jaws  and  Noftrils  ceafe : 

Her  Hoofs  to  Hands  return,  in  little  fpace : 

The  five  long  taper  Fingers  take  their  place, 

And  nothing  of  the  Heifer  now  is  feen, 

Befide  the   native  Whitenefs  of  the  Skin, 

Erected  on  her  Feet  fhe  walks  again : 

And  Two  the  Duty  of  the  Four  fufbin. 

She  tries  her  Tongue;  her  Silence  fohly  breaks, 

And  fears  her  former  Lowings  when  fhe  fpeaks : 

A  Goddefs  now,  through  all  th'  Egyptian  State : 

And  ferv'd  by  Priefls,  who  in  white  Linnen  wait. 

Her  Son  was  Epaphus,  at  length  believ'd 
The  Son  of  Jove,  and  as  a  God  receiv'd ; 

With 
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With  Sacrifice  ador'd,  and  publick  Pray'rs, 

He  common  Temples  with  his  Mother  flares. 

Equal  in  Years,  and  Rival  in  Renown  £ 

With  Epaphus,  the  youthful  Phaeton,  > 

Like  Honour  claims;  and  boafls  his  Sire  the  Sun.      J 

His  haughty  Looks,  and  his  aiTuming  Air, 

The  Son  of  IJis  could  no  longer  bear: 

Thou  tak'ft  thy  Mother's  Word  too  far,  faid  he, 

And  hail  ufurp'd  thy  boafted  Pedigree. 

Go,  bafe  Pretender  to  a  borrow'd  Name. 

Thus  tax'd,  he  blufh'd  with  Anger,  and  with  Shames 

But  Shame  reprefs'd  his  Rage :  the  daunted  Youth 

Soon  feeks  his  Mother,  and  enquires  the  Truth : 

Mother,  faid  he,  this  Infamy  was  thrown 

By  Epaphus  on  you,  and  me  your  Son. 

He  fpoke  in  publick,  told  it  to  my  Face; 

Nor  durfi  I  vindicate  the  dire  Difgrace : 

Even  I,  the  bold,  the  fenfible  of  Wrong, 

Reftrain'd  by  Shame,  was  forc'd  to  hold  my  Tongue. 

To  hear  an  open  Slander,  is  a  Curfe: 

But  not  to  find  an  Anfwer,  is  a  worfe. 

If  I  am  Heav'n-begot,  aflert  your  Son  -\ 

By  fome  fure  Sign;  and  make  my  Father  known,      £ 

To  right  my  Honour,  and  redeem  your  own.  J 

He  faid,  and  faying  call  his  Arms  about 

Her  Neck,  and  beg'd  her  to  refolve  the  Doubt. 

'Tis  hard  to  judge  if  Cljmene  were  mov'd 
More  by  his  Pray'r,  whom  me  fo  dearly  lov'd, 
Or  more  with  Fury  fir'd,  to  find  her  Name 
Traduc'd,  and  made  the  Sport  of  common  Fame. 

She 
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She  ftretch'd  her  Arms  to  Heav'n,  and  fix'd  her  Eyes 

On  that  fair  Planet  that  adorns  the  Skies ; 

Now  by  thofe  Beams,  faid  ihe,  whofe  holy  Fires 

Confume  my  Breaft,  and  kindle  my  Defires; 

By  him,  who  fees  us  both,  and  chears  our  Sight, 

By  him,  the  publick  Minifter  of  Light, 

I  fwear  that  Sun  begot  thee ;  if  I  lye, 

Let  him  his  chearful  Influence  deny  : 

Let  him  no  more  this  perjur'd  Creature  fee ; 

And  fhine  on  all  the  World  but  only  me. 

If  flill  you  doubt  your  Mother's  Innocence, 

His  Eaftern  Manfion  is  not  far  from  hence ; 

With  little  Pains  you  to  his  Leve  go, 

And  from  himfelf  your  Parentage  may  know. 

With  joy  th'  ambitious  Youth  his  Mother  heard, 

And  eager  for  the  Journey  foon  prepar'd. 

He  longs  the  World  beneath  him  to  furvey; 

To  guide  the  Chariot  j  and  to  give  the  Day : 

From  Meroes  burning  Sands  he  bends  his  Courfe, 

Nor  lefs  in  India  feels  his  Father's  Force; 

His  Travel  urging,  till  he  came  in  fight; 

And  faw  the  Palace  by  the  Purple  Light. 


fht  End  of  the  Firji  Book. 
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TranJIafed  by  Mr.  Addison. 
STfo  Story  *f  Phaeton. 

H  E  Sun's  bright  Palace,  on  high  Columns 

rais'd, 
With  burnifh'd  Gold  and  naming  Jewels 

blaz'd  ; 

B^Wi^MM  The  folding  Gates  difrus'd  a  Silver  Light, 
And  with  a  milder  Gleam  refrefh'd  the  Sight; 
Of  polifti'd  Wry  was  the  Cov'ring  wrought : 
The  Matter  vied  not  with  the  Sculptor's  Thought ; 
For  in  the  Portal  was  difplay'd  on  high 
(The  Work  of  Vulcan)  a  fictitious  Sky; 
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A  waving  Sea  th'  inferiour  Earth  embrac'd, 
And  Gods  and  Goddefles  the  Waters  grac'd. 
Mgeon  here  a  mighty  Whale  beftrode ; 
Triton,  and  Proteus  (the  deceiving  God) 
With  Doris  here  were  carv'd,  and  all  her  Train,' 
Some  loofely  fwimming  in  the  figur'd  Main, 
While  fome  on  Rocks  their  dropping  Hair  divide, 
And  fome  on  Fifhes  through  the  Waters  glide : 
Tho'  various  Features  did  the  Sillers  grace, 
A  Sifter's  Likenefs  was  in  ev'ry  Face. 
On  Earth  a  difF'rent  Landskip  courts  the  Eyes, 
Men,  Towns,  and  Beafts  in  diftant  Profped: 
And  Nymphs,  and  Streams,  and  Woods, 

Dei  tie  s.i 

O'er  all,  the  HeavVs  refulgent  Image  mines  j 
On  either  Gate  were  fix  engraven  Signs. 

Here  Phaeton,  {till  gaining  on  th'  Afcent, 
To  his  fufpeded  Father's  Palace  went, 
'Till  preffing  forward  through  the  .bright  Abode, 
He  faw  at  Diftance  the  illuftrious  God : 
He  faw  at  Diftance,  or  the  dazzling  Light 
Had  flaih'd  too  ftrongly  on  his  aking  Sight. 

The  God  fits  high,  exalted  on  a  Throne 
Of  blazing  Gems,  with  Purple  Garments  oni 
The  Hours,  in  order  rang'd  on  either  Hand, 
And  Days,  and  Months,  and  Years,  and  Ages  Hand, 
Here  Spring  appears  with  flow 'ry  Chaplets  bound; 
Here  Summer  is  her  wheaten  Garland  crown'dj 
Here  Autumn  the  rich  trodden  Grapes  befrnear ; 
And  hoary  Winter  ftuvers  in  the  Rear. 

Phaelus 
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Phcehus  beheld  the  Youth  from  off  his  Throne; 
That  Eye,  which  looks  on  All,  was  fix'd  in  One. 
He  faw  the  Boy's  Confufion  in  his  Face, 
Surpriz'd  at  all  the^  Wonders  of  the  Place ; 
And  cries  aloud,  "  What  wants  my  Son?  for  know 
"  My  Son  thou  art,  and  I  mull  call  thee  fo. 

"  Light  of  the  World,  the  trembling  Youth  replies, " 
"  Illuftrious  Parent !  fince  you  don't  defpife 
"  The  Parent's  Name,  fome  certain  Token  give, 
"  That  I  may  Clymeneh  proud  Boaft  believe, 
«  Nor  longer  under  falfe  Reproaches  grieve. 

The  tender  Sire  was  touch*  d  with  what  he  faid, 
And  flung  the  Blaze  of  Glories  from  his  Head, 
And  bid  the  Youth  advance  :  "  My  Son,  faid  he, 
"  Come  to  thy  Father's  Arms !  for  Clymene 
■'  Has  told  thee  true  ;  a  Parent's  Name  I  own, 
"  And  deem  thee  worthy  to  be  call'd  my  Son. 
'  As  a  fure  Proof,  make  fome  Requeft,  and  I, 
"  Whate'er  it  be,  with  that  Requeft  comply; 
ff  By  Styx  I  fwear,  whofe  Waves  are  hid  in  Night, 
"  And  roul  impervious  to  My  piercing  Sight. 

The  Youth  tranfported,  asks,  without  Delay, 
To  guide  the  Sun's  bright  Chariot  for  a  Day. 

The  God  repented  of  the  Oath  he  took, 
For  Anguifh  thrice  his  radiant  Head  he  (hook  ; 
"  My  Son,  fays  he,  fome  other  Proof  require, 
««  Rafh  was  my  Promife,  ra(h  is  thy  Defire. 
P*  I'd  fain  deny  this  Wifh,  which  thou  haft  made, 
«*  Or,  what  I  can't  deny,  vvou'd  fain  difluade. 
«*  Too  vail  and  hazardous  the  Task  appears, 
«'  Nor  fuited  to  thy  Strength,  nor  to  thy  Years. 

"  Thy 
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"  Thy  Lot  is  Mortal,  but  thy  Wifhes  fly 

"  Beyond  the  Province  of  Mortality : 

"  There  is  not  one  of  all  the  Gods  that  dares 

"  (However  skill'd  in  other  great  Affairs) 

*f  To  mount  the  burning  Axle  tree,  but  I; 

"  Not  Jove  himfelf,  the  Ruler  of  the  Sky, 

«<  That  hurls  the  three-fork' d  Thunder  from  above, 

*<  Dares  try  his  Strength  :  yet  who  fo  flrong  as  Jove? 

f  The  Steeds  climb  up  the  firft  Afcent  with  Pain, 

"  And  when  the  middle  Firmament  they  gain, 

*'  If  downward  from  the  Heav'ns  my  Head  I  bow, 

"  And  fee  the  Earth  and  Ocean  hang  below, 

*'  Ev'n  I  am  feiz'd  with  Horror  and  Affright, 

Ci  And  my  own  Heart  mifgives  me  at  the  Sight. 

*»  A  mighty  Downfal  fleeps  the  Ev'ning  Stage, 

41  And  fteddy  Reins  muft  curb  the  Horfes  Rage. 

**  Tsthys  herfelf  has  fear'd  to  fee  me  driv'n 

«'  Down  headlong  from  the  Precipice  of  Heav'n. 

u  Befides,  confider  what  impetuous  Force 

**  Turns  Stars  and  Planets  in  a  diff'rent  Courfe. 

w  I  fleer  againft  their  Motions ;  nor  am  I 

«'  Born  back  by  all  the  Current  of  the  Sky. 

"  But  how  cou'd  you  refill  the  Orbs  that  roul 

"  In  adverfe  V/hirls,  and  flem  the  rapid  Pole? 

*'  But  you  perhaps  may  hope  for  pleafing  Woods, 

*«  And  (lately  Domes,  and  Cities  fill'd  with  Gods; 

"  While  through  a  thoufand  Snares  your  Progrefs  lies, 

u  Where  Forms  of  Harry  Monllers  Hock  the  Skies: 

**  For,  fhou'd  you  hit  the  doubtful  Way  aright, 

"  The  Bull  with  Hooping  Horns  Hands  oppofitej 

"  Next 
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•*  Next  him  the  bright  Heemonian  Bow  is  ftrung, 

I  And  next,  the  Lion's  grinning  Vifage  hung  : 

I  The  Scorpion's  Claws  here  clafp  a  wide  Extent; 

I  And  here  the  Crab's  in  leffer  Clafps  are  bent, 

*'  Nor  wou'd  you  find  it  eafy  to  compofe 

p  The  mettled  Steeds,  when  from  their  Noftrils  flows 

1  Thefcorching  Fire,  that  in  their  Entrails  glows. 

"  Ev'n  I  their  head-llrong  Fury  fcarce  retrain, 

**  When  they  grow  warm  and  reftif  to  the  Rein. 

'■  Let  not  my  Son  a  fatal  Gift  require, 

"  But,  O '.  in  time,  recall  your  rafh  Deiire ; 

"  You  ask  a  Gift  that  may  your  Parent  tell, 

1  Let  thefe  my  Fears  your  Parentage  reveal ; 

P  And  learn  a  Father  from  a  Father's  Care: 

"  Look  On  my  Face  ;  or  if  my  Heart  lay  bare, 

41  Cou'd  you  but  look,  you'd  read  the  Father  there. 

I  Chufe  out  a  Gift  from  Seas,  or  Earth,  or  Skies, 

1  For  open  to  your  Wifh  all  Nature  lies, 

*'  Only  decline  this  one  unequal  Task, 

"  For  'tis  a  Mifchief,  not  a  Gift,  you  ask. 

'•  You  ask  a  real  Mifchief,  Phaeton : 

"  Nay  hang  not  thus  about  my  Neck,  my  Son  : 

"  I  grant  your  Willi,  and  Styx  has  heard  my  Voice, 

**  Chufe  what  you  will,  but  make  a  wifer  Choice. 

Thus  did  the  God  th'  unwary  Youth  advife ; 
But  he  ftill  longs  to  travel  through  the  Skies. 
When  the  fond  Father  (for  in  vain  he  pleads)       ^ 
At  length  to  the  Vukanian  Chariot  leads. 
A  Golden  Axle  did  the  Work  uphold, 
GoM  was  the  Beam,  the  Wheels  were  orb'd  with  Gold.  ] 


The 
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The  Spokes  in  Rows  of  Silver  pleas'd  the  Sight, 
The  Seat  with  party-colour'd  Gems  was  bright; 
Apollo  fhin'd  amid  the  Glare  of"  Light. 
The  Youth  with  fecret  Joy  the  Work  furveys, 
When  now  the  Moon  difclos'd  her  purple  Raysi 
The  Stars  wete  fled,  for  Lucifer  had  chas'd 
The  Stars  away,  and  fled  himfelf  at  laft. 
Soon  as  the  Father  faw  the  rofy  Morn, 
And  the  Moon  mining  with  a  blunter  Horn, 
He  bid  the  nimble  Hours,  without  Delay, 
Bring  forth  the  Steeds  ,*  the  nimble  Hours  obey  : 
From  their  full  Racks  the  gen'rous  Steeds  retire, 
Dropping  ambrofial  Foams,  and  fnorting  Fire. 
Still  anxious  for  his  Son,  the  God  of  Day, 
To  make  him  Proof  againfl  the  burning  Ray, 
His  Temples  with  Celeflial  Ointment  wet, 
Of  fov'reign  Virtue  to  repel  the  Heat ; 
Then  fix'd  the  beamy  Circle  on  his  Head, 
Andfetch'd  a  deep  foreboding  Sigh,  and  faid, 
*'  Take  this  at  leaft,  this  lafl  Advice,  my  Son, 
"  Keep  a  flifF  Rein,  and  move  but  gently  on : 
*'  The  Courfers  of  themfelves  will  run  too  faft, 
f*  Your  Art  mull  be  to  moderate  their  Hafte. 
**  Drive  'em  not  on  Diredlly  through  the  Skies, 
ec  But  where  the  Zodiac's  Winding  Circle  lies, 
es  Along  the  midmofl  Zone;  but  fally  forth 
*'  Nor  to  the  diiiant  South,  nor  ftormy  North. 
«'  The  Horfes  Hoofs  a  beaten  Track  will  mow, 
"  But  neither  mount  too  high,  nor  fink  too  low. 
44  That  no  new  Fires,  or  Heav'n,  or  Earth  infeft  i 
*'  Keep  the  mid  Way,  the  middle  Way  is  beft. 


\ 


Book  II.      OvidV  Metfmorphofes.        4$ 

"  Nor,  where  in  radiant  Folds  the  Serpent  twines, 
f  DirecT:  your  Ceurfe,   nor  where  the  x^ltar  mines. 
N  Shun  both  Extreams ;  the  reft  let  Fortune  guide, 
"  And  better  for  thee  than  thy  felf  provide! 
k  See,  while  I  fpeak,  the  Shades  difperfe  away, 
1  Aurora  gives  the  Promife  of  a  Day  ;    * 
rl  I'm  cail'd,  nor  can  I  make  a  longer  Stay. 
"  Snatch  up  the  Reins  ;  or  ftill  th'  Attempt  forfake, 
'  And  not  my  Charier,  bat  my  Counfel,  take, 
\  While  yet  fecurely  on  the  Earth  you  /land; 
*  Nor  touch  the  Horfes  with  too  ram  a  Hand.  " 
"  Let  Me  alone  to  light  the  World,  while  You 
"  Enjoy  thofe  Beams  which  you  may  fafely  view. 
He  fpoke  in  vain ;  the  Youth  with  adive  Heat 
And  fprightly  Vigour  vaults  into  the  Seat; 
And  joys  to  hold  the  Reins,  and  fondly  gives 
Thofe  Thanks  his  Father  with  Remorfe  receives. 

Mean  while  the  reftlefs  Horfes  neigh'd  aloud,* 
Breathing  out  Fire,  and  pawing  where  they  flood. 
Tethjs,  not  knowing  what  had  pall,  gave  way, 
And  all  the  We  of  Heav'n  before  'em  lay/ 
They  fpring  together  out,  and  fwi%  bear 
The  flying  Youth  thro'  Clouds  and  yielding  Air; 
With  wingy  Speed  outftrip  theEaftern  Wind, 
And  leave  the  Breezes  of  the  Morn  behind. ' 
The  Youth  was  light,  nor  cou'd  he  fill  the  Seat, 
Or  poife  the  Chariot  with  its  wonted  Weight:  " 
But  as  at  Sea  th1  unballafFd  VeM  rides, 
Caft  to  and  fro,  the  Sport  of  Winds  and  Tides; 
So  in  the  bounding  Chariot  tofs'd  on  high, 
The  Youth  is  hurry 'd  headlong  through  the  Sky 

Vol.  I.  F  0 
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Soon  as  the  Steeds  perceive  it,  they  forfake 

Their  dated  Courfe,  and  leave  the  beaten  Track. 

The  Youth  was  in  a  Maze,  nor  did  he  know 

Which  way  to  turn  the  Reins,  or  where  to  go ; 

Nor  wou'd  the  Horfes,  had  he  known,  obey.  -\ 

Then  the  Sev'n  Stars  firft  felt  Apollo  s  Ray,  S 

And  wifh'd  to  dip  in  the  forbidden  Sea.  J 

The  folded  Serpent  next  the  frozen  Pole, 

Stiff  and  benum'd  before,  began  to  rowle, 

And  rag'd  with  inward  Heat,  and  threaten'd  War, 

And  fhot  a  redder  Light  from  ev'ry  Star; 

Nay,  and  'tis  faid,  Bootes,  too,  that  fain 

Thou  wou'dft  have  fled,  tho'  cumber'd  with  thy  Wain. 

Th'  unhappy  Youth  then,  bending  down  his  Head, 
Saw  Earth  and  Ocean  far  beneath  him  fpread. 
His  Colour  chang'd,  he  ftartled  at  the  Sight, 
And  his  Eyes  darken'd  by  too  great  a  Light, 
Now  cou'd  he  wifli  the  fiery  Steeds  untry'd, 
His  Birth  obfcure,  and  his  Requeft  deny'd : 
Now  wou'd  he  Merops  for  his  Father  own, 
And  quit  his  boafted  Kindred  to  the  Sun, 

So  fares  the  Pilot,  when  his  Ship  is  toft 
Jn  troubled  Seas,  and  all  its  Steerage  loft ; 
He  gives  her  to  the  Winds,  and  in  Defpair 
Seeks  his  laft  Refuge  in  the  Gods  and  Pray'r. 

What  cou'd  he  do  ?  his  Eyes,  if  backward  caft, 
Find  a  long  Path  he  had  already  paft ; 
If  forward,  ftill  a  longer  Path  they  find : 
Both  he  compares,  and  meafures  in  his  Mind ; 
And  fometimes  cafts  an  Eye  upon  the  Eaft, 
And  fometimes  looks  on  the  forbidden  WeS. 

The! 
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The  Horfes  Names  he  knew  not  in  the  Fright, 
Nor  wou'd  he  loofe  the  Reins,  nor  cou'd  he  hold  'em 
right. 
Now  all  the  Horrors  of  the  Heav'ns  he  fpies, 
And  monflrous  Shadows  of  prodigious  Size,  C 

That,  deck'd  with  Stars,  lie  fcatter'd  o'er  the  Skies.    S 
There  is  a  Place  above,  where  Scorpio  bent 
In  Tail  and  Arms  furrounds  a  vaft  Extent ; 
In  a  wide  Circuit  of  the  Heav'ns  he  mines, 
And  fills  the  Space  of  Two  Coeleftial  Signs. 
Soon  as  the  Youth  beheld  him  vex'd  with  Heat 
Brandifh  his  Sting,  and  in  his  Poifon  fweat, 
Half  dead  with  fudden  Fear  he  dropt  the  Reins; 
The  Horfes  felt  'em  loofe  upon  their  Manes, 
And,  flying  out  through  all  the  Plains  above, 
Ran  uncontroul'd  where-e'er  their  Fury  drove ; 
Rufh'd  on  the  Stars,  and  through  a  pathlefs  Way 
Of  unknown  Regions  hurry 'd  on  the  Day. 
And  now  above,  and  now  below  they  flew, 
And  near  the  Earth  the  burning  Chariot  drew. 

The  Clouds  difperfe  in  Fumes,  the  wond'ring  Moo» 
Beholds  her  Brother's  Steeds  beneath  her  own ; 
The  Highlands  fmoak,  cleft  by  the  piercing  Rays, 
Or,  clad  with  Woods,  in  their  own  Fewel  blaze. 
Next  o'er  the  Plains,  where  ripen'd  Harvefts  grow, 
The  running  Conflagration  fpreads  Below. 
But  thefe  are  trivial  Ills :  whole  Cities  burn, 
And  peopled  Kingdoms  into  Aflies  turn. 

The  Mountains  kindle  as  the  Car  draws  near, 
Athos  and  fmolus  red  with  Fires  appear ; 
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Oeagrian  Hamus  (then  a  fingle  Name) 
And  Virgin  Helicon  increafe  the  Flame ; 
Taurus  and  Oete  glare  amid  the  Sky, 
And  Ida,  fpight  of  all  her  Fountains,  dry. 
M ryx,  and  Otbrys,  and  Cithfiron,  glow, 
And  Rhodope,  no  longer  cloath'd  in  Snow; 
High  Pindus,  Mimas*  and  Parnajfus,  fweat, 
And  JEtna  rages  with  redoubled  Heat. 
Ev'n  Scytbia,  through  her  hoary  Regions  warm'd, 
In  vain  with  all  her  native  Frofi  was  arm'd. 
Cover' d  with  Flames  the  tow'ring  Apennine, 
And  Caucafus,  and  proud  Olympus,  mine ; 
And,  where  the  long-extended  Alps  afpire, 
Now  fiands  a  huge  continu'd  Range  of  Fire. 

Th'  aflonimt  Youth,  w.here-e'er  his  Eyes  cou'd  turn, 
Beheld  the  Univerfe  around  him  burn : 
The  World  was  in  a  Blaze;  nor  cou'd  he  bear 
The  fultry  Vapours  and  the  fcorching  Air, 
Which  from  below,  as  from  a  Furnace,  flow'd  ; 
And  now  tbex^xle-tree  beneath  him  glow'd: 
■  Loft  in  the  whirling  Clouds  that  round  him  broke, 
And  white  with  Ames,  hov'ring  in  the  Smoke. 
He  flew  where-e'er  the  Horfes  drove,  nor  knew 
Whither  the  Horfes  drove,  or  where  he  flew. 

'Twas  then,  they  lay,  the  fwarthy  Moor  begun] 
To  change  his  Hue,  and  Blacken  in  the  Sun. 
Then  Libya  £rft,  of  all  her  Moifture  drain'd, 
Became  a  barren  Wade,  a  Wild  of  Sand. 
The  Water- Nymphs  lament  their  empty  Urns, 
Seotia,  robbM  of  Silver  Dirch  mourns, 
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Corinth  Pyrenees  wafted  Spring  bewails, 
And  Argos  grieves  whilft  Amymone  fails. 

The  Floods  are  drain'd  from  ev'ry  diftant  Coaft, 
Ev'n  Tanais,  tho'  fix'd  in  Ice,  was  loft. 
Enrag'd  Caicus  and  Lycormas  roar, 
And  Xcwthus,  fated  to  be  burnt  once  more.. 
The  fam'd  Meeander,  that  unweary'd  ftrays 
Through  mazy  Windings,  fmoaks  in  ev'ry  Maze. 
From  his  lov'd  Babylon  Euphrates  flies ; 
The  big-fwoln  Ganges  and  the  Danube  rife 
Jn  thick'ning  Fumes,  and  darken  half  the  Skies. 
In  Flames  Ifmenos  and  the  Phafis  roul'd, 
And  Tagus  floating  in  his  melted  Gold. 
The  Swans,  that  on  Cayjer  often  try'd 
Their  tuneful  Songs,  now  fung  their  laft  and  dy'd, 
The  frighted  Nile  ran  off,  and  under  Ground 
Conceal'd  his  Head,  nor  can  it  yet  be  found  : 
His  (c^n  divided  Currents  all  are  dry, 
And  where  they  row'-d,  {ev'n  Gaping  Trenches  Vie : 
No  more  the  Rhine  or  Rhone  their  Courfe  maintain, 
Nor  Tiber,  of  his  promisd  Empire  vain. 

The  Ground,  deep-cleft,  admits  the  dazling  Ray, 
And  ftartles  Pluto  with  the  Flafh  of  Day. 
The  Seas  ftirink  in,  and  to  the  Sight  difclofe 
Wide  naked  Plains,  where  once  their  Billows  rofe  5 
Their  Rocks  are  all  difcover'd,  and  incrcafe      . 
The  Number  of  the  fcatter'd  Cy eludes. 
The  Fifh  in  Shoals  about  the  Bottom  creep, 
1  Nor  longer  dares  the  crooked  Dolphin  leap  : 
iGafping  for  Breath,  th'  unfhapen  Phocte  die, 
And  on  the  boiling  Wave  extended  lie. 
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Nereus,  and  Doris  with  her  Virgin  Train, 
Seek  out  the  laft  Receffes  of  the  Main  ; 
Beneath  unfathomable  Depths  they  faint, 
And  fecret  in  their  gloomy  Caverns  pant. 
Stern  Neptune  thrice  above  the  Waves  upheld 
His  Face,  and  thrice  was  by  the  Flames  repell'd. 
The  Earth  at  length,  on  ev'ry  Side  embrac'd 
With  fcalding  Seas  that  floated  round  her  Waift, 
When  now  (he  felt  the  Springs  and  Rivers  come, 
And  crowd  within  the  Hollow  of  her  Womb, 
Up- lifted  to  the  Heav'ns  her  blafted  Head, 
And  clapt  her  Hand  upon  her  Brows,  and  faid  ; 
(Butfirft,  impatient  of  the  fultry  Heat, 
Sunk  deeper  down,  and  fought  a  cooler  Seat: ) 
"  If  you,  great  King  of  Gods,  my  Death  approve, 
"  And  I  deferve  it,  let  me  die  by  Jove  i 
«'  If  I  mull  perifh  by  the  Force  of  Fire, 
•«  Let  metransHx'd  with  Thunder- bolts  expire. 
"  See,  whilll  I  fpeak,  my  Breath  the  Vapours  choak,. 
(For  now  her  Face  lay  wrapt  in  Clouds  of  Smoak) 
"  See  my  froge'd  Hair,  behold  my  faded  Eye, 
«<   And  wither'd  Face,  where  Heaps  of  Cinders  lief 
<c  And  does  the  Plow  for  This  my  Body  tear?         n 
«<  This  the  Reward  for  all  the  Fruits  I  bear,  V 

«<  TorturM  with  Rakes,  and  harrafs'd  all  the  Year?  3 
•«  That  Herbs  for  Cattle  daily  I  renew, 
"  And  Food  for  Man,  and  Frankincenfe  for  You  ? 
«'  But  grant  Me  guilty,  what  has  Neptune  done  ? 
"  Why  are  his  Waters  boiling  in  the  Sun  ? 
«<  The  wavy  Empire,  which  by  Lot  was  giv'n, 
*  Why  does  it  wafte,  and  further  ihrink  fromHeav'nJj 
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"  If  I  nor  He  your  Pity  can  provoke, 

«  See  your  own  Heav'ns ,  the  Heav'ns  begin  to  fmoke ! 

"  Should  once  the  Sparkles  catch  tfaofe  bright  Abode*5 

"  Deduction  feizes  on  the  Heav'ns  and  Gods; 

"  Atlas  becomes  unequal  to  his  Freight, 

"  And  almoft  faints  beneath  the  glowing  Weight. 

"  If  Heav'n,  and  Earth,  and  Sea,  together  bum, 

"  All  muil  again  into  their  Chaos  turn. 

"  Apply  fome  fpeedy  Cure,  prevent  our  Fate, 

«'  And  fuccour  Nature,  ere  it  be  too  late. 

She  ceas'd,  for  choak'd  with  Vapours  round  her  fpread, 

Down  to  the  deepeil  Shades  me  funk  her  Head. 

Jove  caird  to  witnefs  ev'ry  Pow'r  above, 
And  ev'n  the  God,  whofe  Son  the  Chariot  drove, 
That  what  he  ads  he  is  compeli'd  to  do, 
Or  univerfal  Ruin  muft  enfoe. 
Strait  he  afcends  the  high  ^Stherial  Throne, 
From  whence  he  us'd  to  dart  his  Thunder  down, 
From  whence  his  Show'rs  and  Storms  he  us'd  to  pour, 
But  now  cou'd  meet  with  neither  Storm  nor  Show'r. 
Then,  aiming  at  the  Youth,  with  lifted  Hand, 
Full  at  his  Head  he  hurl'd  the  forky  Brand, 
In  dreadful  Thund' rings.    Thus  thr  Almighty  Sire 
SupprefsM  the  Raging  of  the  Fires  with  Fire. 

At  once  from  Life  and  from  the  Chariot  driv'n, 
Th'  ambitious  Boy  fell  Thunder-ftruck  from  Heav'n. 
The  Horfes  itarted  with  a  fudden  Bound, 
And  flung  the  Reins  and  Chariot  to  the  Ground : 
The  fludded  Harnefs  from  their  Necks  they  broke, 
Here  fell  a  Wheel,  and  here  a  Silver  Spoke, 
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Here  were  the  Beam  and  Axle  torn  away ; 

And,  fcatter'd  o'er  the  Earth,  the  mining  Fragments  lay 

The  breathlefs  Phaeton,  with  flaming  Hair, 

Shot  from  the  Chariot,  like  a  falling  Star/ 

That  in  a  Summer's  Ev'ning  from  the  Top 

Of  Keav'n  drops  down,  or  feems  at  leaft  to  drop  i 

'Till  on  the  Po  his  Hatted  Corps  was  hurl'd, 

Far  from  his  Country,  in  the-Weflern  World. 

PhaetonV  Sifters  transformed  into  Trees, 

The  Latian  Nymphs  came  round  him,  and  amaz'd, 
On  the  dead  Youth,  transfix'd  with  Thunder  gaz'd, 
And,  whilft  yet  fmoaking  from  the  Bolt  he  lay, 
His  ihatter'd  Body  to  a  Tomb  convey, 
And  o'er  the  Tomb  an  Epitaph  devife : 
«'  Here  He,  who  drove  the  Sun's  bright  Chariot,  lies  5 
«'  His  Father's  fiery  Steeds  he  cou'd  not  guide, 
"  But  in  the  glorious  Enterprize  he  dfd. 

Apllo  hid  his  Face,  and  pin'd  for  Grief, 
And,  if  the  Story  may  defer ve  Belief, 
The  Space  of  One  whole  Day  is  faid  to  run 
From  Morn  to  wonted  Ev'n,  without  a  Sun  : 
The  burning  Ruins,  with  a  fainter  Ray, 
Supply  the  Sun,  and  counterfeit  a  Day, 
A  Day,  that  ftill  did  Nature's  Face  difclofe : 
This  Comfort  from  the  mighty  Mifchief  rofe. 

But  Clymene,  enrag'd  with  Grief,  laments, 
And  as  her  Grief  infpires,  her  Paflion  vents : 
Wild  for  her  Son,  and  frantick  in  her  Woes, 
With  Hair  dimevel'd  round  the  World  me  goes, 

To 
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To  feek  where-s'er  his  Body   might  be  call ; 

'Till,  on  the  Borders  of  the  Po,  at  laft 

The  Name  infcrib'd  on  the  new  Tomb  appears. 

The  dear  dear  Name  fhe  bathes  in  flowing  Tears, 

Hangs  o'er  the  Tomb,  unable  to  depart, 

And  hugs  the  Marble  to  her  throbbing  Heart. 

Her  Daughters  too  lament,  and  figh,  and  mourn, 
(A  fruitlefs  Tribute  to  their  Brother's  Urn) 
And  beat  their  naked  Bofoms,  and  complain, 
And  call  aloud  for  Phaeton  in  vain  : 
All  the  long  Night  their  mournful  Watch  they  keep, 
And  all  the  Day  iland  round  the  Tomb,  and  weep. 

Four  times,  revolving,  the  full  Moon  return'd ; 
So  long  the  Mother  and  the  Daughters  mourn'd : 
When  now  the  Eldeft,  Phaethufa>  flrove 
To  reft  her  weary  Limbs,  but  could  not  move ; 
Lampetia  wou'd  have  help'd  her,  but  me  found 
Her  felf  with-held,  and  rooted  to  the  Ground  : 
A  Third  in  wild  Affliction,  as  ihe  grieves, 
Wou'd  rend  her  Hair,  but  fills  her  Hands  with  Leaves  i 
One  fees  her  Thighs  transform'd,  Another  views 
Her  Arms  mot  out.  and  branching  into  Boughs. 
And  new  their  Legs,  and  Breaits,  and  Bodies  flood 
Cruiled  with  Bark,  and  hard'ning  into  Wood  ; 
But  ftill  Above  were  Female  Heads  difplay'd, 
And  Mouths,  that  call'd  the  Mother  to  their  Aid. 
What  cou'd,  alas !  the  weeping  Mother  do  ? 
From  This  to  That  with  eager  Halle  (he  flew, 
And  kifs'd  her  fprouting  Daughters  as  they  grew. 
She  tears  the  Bark  that  to  each  Body  cleaves, 
And  from  their  verdant  Fingers  ftrips  the  Leaves : 
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The  Blood  came  trickling,  where  Ihe  tore  away 
The  Leaves  and  Bark :  The  Maids  were  heard  to  fay, 
"  Forbear,  miftaken  Parent,  Oh  !  forbear ; 
"  A  wounded  Daughter  in  each  Tree  you  tear; 
«*  Farewell  for  ever."  Here  the  Bark  encreas'd, 
Clos'd  on  their  Faces,  and  their  Words  fupprefs'd. 
The  new-made  Trees  in  Tears  of  Amber  run, 
Which,  harden'd  into  Value  by  the  Sun, 
Diftill  for  ever  on  the  Streams  below  : 
The  limpid  Streams  their  radiant  Treafure  mow, 
Mixt  in  the  Sand ;  whence  the  rich  Drops  convey'd 
Shine  in  the  Drefs  of  the  bright  Lutian  Maid. 

The  Transformation  of  Cycnus  into  a  Swan. 

Cycnus  beheld  the  Nymphs  transform'd,  ally'd 
To  their  dead  Brother  on  the  Mortal  Side, 
In  Friendfhip  and  Affedtion  nearer  bound; 
He  left  the  Cities  and  the  Realms  he  own'd, 
Thro'  pathlefs  Fields  and  lonely  Shores  to  range, 
And  Woods  made  thicker  by  the  Sifters  Change. 
Whilft  here,  within  the  difmal  Gloom,  alone, 
The  melancholy  Monarch  made  his  Moan, 
Kis  Voice  was  lefTen'd  as  he  try'd  to  fpeak, 
And  iflb'd  through  a  long-extended  Neck ; 
His  Hair  transforms  to  Down,  his  Fingers  meet 
In  skinny  Films,  and  fhape  his  oary  Feet; 
From  both  his  Sides  the  Wings  and  Feathers  break  ; 
And  from  his  Mouth  proceeds  a  blunted  Beak : 
All  Cycnus  now  into  a  Swan  was  turn'd, 
Who,  ftill  remembring  how  his  Kinfman  burn'd, 

To 


} 


Book  II.     O  v  i  d  V  Metamorphofes.         f9 

To  folitary  Pools  and  Lakes  retires, 
And  loves  the  Waters  as  oppos'd  to  Fires. 

Meanwhile  Apollo   in  the  gloomy  Shade 
(The  native  Luflre  of  his  Brows  decay'd) 
Indulging  Sorrow,   fickens  at  the  Sight 
Of  his  own  Sun-fhine,  and  abhors  the  Light* 
The  hidden  Griefs,  that  in  his  Bofom  rife, 
Sadden  his  Looks,  and  over-cad  his  Eyes  ; 
As  when  fome  dusky  Orb  obftructs  his  Ray, 
And  fullies  in  a  Dim  Eclipfe  the  Day. 

Now  fecretly  with  inward  Griefs  he  pinM, 
Now  warm  Refentments  to  his  Griefs  he  joyn'd, 
And  now  renounced  his  Office  to  Mankind. 
"  E'er  fince  the  Birth  of  Time,   faid  he,  I've  born 
"  A  long  ungrateful  Toil,  without  Return; 
"  Let  now  fome  Other  manage,  if  he  dare, 
•«  The  fiery  Steeds,  and  mount  the  burning  Carr  j 
**  Or,  if  none  d(ey  let  Jove  his  Fortune  try, 
"  And  learn  to  lay  his  murd'ring  Thunder  by  ; 
**  Then  will  he  own,  perhaps,  but  own  too  late, 
*  My  Son  deferv'd  not  fo  fevere  a  Fate. 

The  Gods  ftand  round  him,  as  he  mourns,  and  pray 
He  would  refume  the  Conduct  of  the  Day, 
Nor  let  the  World  be  loft  in  endiefs  Night: 
Jove  too  himfelf  defcending  from  his  Height, 
Excufes  what  had  happen'd,  and  intreats, 
Majeftically  mixing  Pray'rs  and  Threats. 
Prevail'd  upon  at  length,  again  he  took 
The  harnefs'd  Steeds,  that  flill  with  Herror  fhcot, 
And  plies  'em  with  the  Lafh,  and  whips  'em  on, 
And,  as  he  whips,  upbraids  'em  with  his  Son, 
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ffhe  Story  c/Calisto. 

The  Day  was   fettled  in  its  Courfe ;  and  Jove 
Walk'd  the  wide  Circuit  of  the  Heavens  above, 
To  fearch  if  any  Cracks  or  Flaws  were  made  ; 
But  all  was  fafe  :  The  Earth  he  then  furvey'd, 
And  cart  an  Eye  on  ev'ry  dirFrent  Coafl, 
And  ev'ry  Land ;  but  on  Arcadia  molt. 
Her  Fields  he  cloath'd,  and  chear'd  her  blafted  Face 
With  running  Fountains,  and  with  fpringing  Grafs. 
No  Tracks  of  Heav'n's  deflruclive  Fire  remain, 
The  Fields  and  Woods  revive,  and  Nature  fmiles  again» 

But  as  the  God  walk'd  to  and  fro  the  Earth, 
And  raisd  the  Plants,  and  gave  the  Spring  its  Birth, 
By  Chance  a  fair  Arcadian  Nymph  he  view'd, 
And  felt  the  lovely  Charmer  in  his  Blood. 
The  Nymph  nor  Spun,  nor  drefs'd  with  artful  Pride, 
Her  Veil  was  gather'd  up,  her  Hair  was  ty'd  % 
Now  in  her  Hand  a  flender  Spear  lhe  bore, 
Now  a  light  Quiver  on  her  Shoulders  wore ; 
To  chaite  Diana  from  her  Youth  inclin'd, 
The  fprighdy  Warriors  of  the  Wood  fhe  joyn'd. 
Diana  too  the  gentle  Huntrefs  lov'd, 
Nor  was  there-  One  of  all  the  Nymphs  that  rov'd 
O'er  M&na/us.  amid  the  maiden  Throng, 
More  favour'd  once  ;  but  Favour  lafts  not  long. 

The  Sun  now  fhone  in  all  its  Strength,  and  drove 
The  heated  Virgin  panting  to  the  Grove ; 
The  Grove  around  a  grateful  Shadow  cart  : 
She  drcpt  her  Arrows,  and  her  Bow  unbrac'd  ; 
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She  flung  her  felf  on  the  cool  grafly  Bed; 
And  on  the  painted  Quiver  rais'd  her  Head. 
Jove  faw  the  charming  Huntrefs  unprepar'd, 
Stretch'd  on  the  verdant  Turf,  without  a  Guard. 
u  Here  I  am  fafe,  he  cries,  from  Juno's  Eye  ; 
"  Or  fhou'd  my  jealous  Queen  the  Theft  defcry, 
"  Yet  wou  d  I  venture  on  a  Theft  like  This, 
"  And  ftand  her  Rage  for  fuch,  for  fuch  a  Blifs! 
Dianas  Shape  and  Habit  flrait  he  took,  -^ 

Soften'd  his  Brows,  and  fmooth'd  his  awful  Look,       C 
And  mildly  in  a  Female  Accent  fpoke.  3 

"  How  fares  my  Girl  ?  How  went  the  Morning  Chace? 
To  whom  the  Virgin,  ftarting  from  the  Grafs, 
"  All  hail,  bright  Deity,  whom  I  prefer 
"  To  Jove  himfelf,  tho*  Jove  himfelf  were  here, 
The  God  was  nearer  than  ihe  thought,  and  heard 
Well  pleas'd  Himfelf  before  Himfelf  preferr'd. 

He  then  falutes  her  with  a  warm  Embrace: 
And.,  ere  (he  half  had  told  the  Morning  Chace, 
With  Love  infiam'd,  and  eager  on  his  Biifs, 
Smother'd  her  Words,  and  iiop'd  her  with  a  Kifs; 
His  KiiTes  with  unwonted  Ardour  glow*d, 
Nor  cou'd  Dianas  Shape  conceal  the  God. 
The  Virgin  did  whate'er  a  Virgin  cou'd; 
(Sure  Juno  mult  have  pardon'd,  had  me  viewed) 
With  all  her  Might  againft  his  Force  me  drove  5 
But  how  can  mortal  Maids  contend  with  Jove.  P 

Pofleft  at  length  of  what  his  Heart  dehYd, 
Back  to  his  Fleav'ns  th'  exulting  God  retir'd» 
The  lovely  Humrefs,  rifmg  from  the  Grafs, 
With.down-caH  Eye?,  and  with  a  bluihkig  Face, 
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By  Shame  confounded,  and  by  Fear  difmay'd, 
Flew  from  the  Covert  of  the  guilty  Shade. 
And  almoft,  in  the  Tumult  of  her  Mind, 
Left  her  forgotten  Bow  and  Shafts  behind. 
But  now  Diana,  with  a  fprightly  Train 
Of  quiver' d  Virgins,  bounding  o'er  the  Plain, 
CalFd  to  the  Nymph;  the  Nymph  began  to  fear 
A  fecond  Fraud,  a  Jove  difguis'd  in  Her  j 
£ut,  when  fhe  faw  the  Siller  Nymphs,  fupprefs'd 
Her  rifmg  Fears,  and  mingled  with  the  reft. 

How  in  the  Look  does  confcious  Guilt  appear! 
Slowly  fhe  mov'd,  and  loiter'd  in   the  Rear  ; 
Nor  lightly  tripp'd,  nor  by  the  Goddefs  ran, 
As  once  (be  us'd,  the  foremoii  of  the  Train. 
Her  Looks  were  nWd,  and  fullen  was  her  Mien,     j 
That  fure  the  Virgin  Goddefs  (had  me  been  > 

Aught  but  a  Virgin)  muft  the  Guilt  have  feen.  3 

'Tis  faid  the  Nymphs  faw  all,  and  gueiVd  aright. 
And  now  the  Moon  had  nine  times  loft  her  Light, 
When  Dian,  fainting  in  the  mid  day  Beams, 
Found  a  cool  Covert,  and  refiefhing  Stream!, 
That  in  foft  Murmurs  through  the  Foreft  flow'd, 
And  a  fmooth  Bed  of  Aiming  Gravel  ihowU 

A  Covert  fo  obfcure,  and  Streams  fo  clear, 
The  Goddefs  prais'd :  "  And  now  no  Spies  are  near 
«<  Let's  drip,  my  gentle  Maids,  and  wa(h,  fhe  cries. 
Pieas'd  with  the  Motion,  every  Maid  complies; 
Only  the  bluming  Huntrefs  flood  confus'd, 
Andform'd  Delays,  and  her  Delays  excus'd; 
In  vain  excus'd  :  her  Fellows  round  her  prefs'd, 
And  the  reluftant  Nymph  by  Force  undrek'd. 

The 
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The  naked  Huntrefs  all  her  Shame  reveal'd, 
In  vain  her  Hands  the  pregnant  Womb  concealed; 
I  Begone  !  the  Goddefs  cries  with  (tern  Difdain, 
|  Begone  !  nor  dare  the  haHow'd  Stream  to  ftain : 
She  fled,  for  ever  Banilh'd  from  the  Train. 

This  Juno  heard,  who  long  had  watch'd  her  Time 
To  punifti  the  detefted  Rival's  Crime ; 
The  Time  was  come;  for,  to  enrage  her  more, 
A  lovely  Boy  the  teeming  Rival  bore. 

The  Goddefs  caft  a  furious  Look,  and  cry'd, 
«*  It  is  enough !  I'm  fully  fatisfy'd ! 
I  *'  This  Boy  fhall  ftand  a  living  Mark,  to  prove 
"  My  Husband's  Bafenefs,  and  the  Strumpet's  Love : 
"  But  Vengeance  fhall  awake:  thofe  guilty  Charms 
"  That  drew  the  Thunderer  from  eJuKoys  Arms, 
f  No  longer  fhall  their  wonted  Force  retain, 
*J  Nor  pleafe  the  God,  nor  make  the  Mortal  vain. 
This  faid,  her  Hand  within  her  Hair  fhe  wound, 
Swung  her  to  Earth,  and  dragg'd  her  on  the  Ground  : 
The  proftrate  Wretch  lifts  up  her  Arms  in  Pray'r; 
Her  Arms  grow  fhaggy,  and  deform'd  with  Hair, 
i   Her  Nails  are  fharpen'd  into  pointed  Claws, 
Her  Hands  bear  half  her  Weight,  and  turn  to  Paws  i 
Her  Lips,  that  once  cou'd  tempt  a  God,  begin 
To  grow  diftorted  in  an  ugly  Grin. 
And,  left  the  fupplicating  Brute  might  reach 
The  Ears  of  Jove,  fhe  was  depriv'd  of  Speech : 
Her  furly  Voice  thro'  a  hoarfe  Paflage  came 
In  favage  Sounds;  her  Mind  was  ftill  the  fame. 
The  Furry  Monfter  fix'd  her  Eyes  above, 
And  heav'd  her  new  unwieldy  Paws  to  Jove, 

And 
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And  beg'd  his  Aid  with  inward  Groans;  and  tho* 
She  could  not  call  him  falfe,  Ihe  thought  him  fo. 

How  did  Ihe  fear  to  lodge  in  Woods  alone, 
And  haunt  the  Fields  and  Meadows,  once  her  own  f 
How  often  wou'd  the  deep-mouth'd  Dogs  purfue, 
Whilfl  from  her  Hounds  the  frighted  Huntrefs  flew  f 
How  did  ihe  fear  her  Fellow- Brutes,  and  fhun 
The  fhaggy  Bear,  tho'  now  her  fclf  was  one! 
How  from  the  Sight  of  rugged  Wolves  retire, 
Although  the  grim  Lycaon  was  her  Sire  ! 

But  now  her  Son  had  fifteen  Summers  told, 
Fierce  at  the  Chace,  and  in  the  Forefl  bold ; 
When,  as  he  beat  the  Woods  in  queft  of  Prey, 
He  chanc'd  to  roufe  his  Mother  where  ihe  lay. 
She  knew  her  Son,  and  kept  him  in  her  Sight, 
And  fondly  gaz'd :  The  Boy  was  in  a  Fright, 
And  aim'd  a  pointed  Arrow  at  her  Breaft, 
And  would  have  flain  his  Mother  in  the  Beaft; 
But  Jove  forbad,  and  fnatch'd  'em  through  the  Air 
In  Whirlwinds  up  to  Heav'n,  and  hVd  'em  there  : 
Where  the  new  Conftellations  nightly  rife, 
And  add  a  Luflre  to  the  Northern  Skies. 

When  Juno  faw  the  Rival  in  her  Height, 
spangled  with  Stars,  and  circled  round  with  Light, 
She  fought  Old   Ocean  in  his  deep  Abodes, 
And  Tetbjs,  both  Revered  among  the  Gods. 
They  ask  what  brings  her  there:  "  Ne'er  ask,  fays  Ihe, 
"  What  brings  me  here,  Heav'n  is  no  Place  for  Me. 
"  You'll  fee,  when  Night  has  cover'd  all  things  o'er, 
i*  Jove's  ftarry  Ballard,  and  triumphant  Whore 

♦?  Ufurp 
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'"  Ui'urp  the  Heav'nsj  You'll  fee  'em  proudly  rowl 

I  In  their  new  Orbs,  and  brighten  all  the  Pole. 

P  And  who  fhall  now  on  Juno's  Altars  wait, 

■'•  When  Thofe  me  hates  grow  Greater  by  her  Hate? 

I  I  on  the  Nymph  a  Brutal  Form  imprefs'd, 

I  Jove  to  a  Goddefs  has  transform'd  the  Beaft; 

•-*  This,  This  was  all  my  weak  Revenge  could  do  : 

S  But  let  the  God  his  chafte  Amours  purfue, 

I  And,  as  he  acted  after  Zj's  Rape, 

^  Reftore  th'  Adultrefs  to  her  former  Shape; 

I  Then  may  he  caft  his  Juno  oiF,  and  lead 

"  The  great  Lycaon%  Offspring  to  his  Bed. 

'■*'  But  you,  ye  venerable  Pow'rs,  be  kind, 

*■'  And,  if  my  Wrongs  a  due  Refentment  find, 

I  Receive  not  in  your  Waves  their  Setting  Beams, 

"  Nor  let  the  glaring  Strumpet  taint  your  Streams. 

The  Goddefs  ended,  and  her  Wilh  was  giv'n. 
Back  fhe  returnM  in  Triumph  up  to  Heav'n; 
Her  gawdy  Peacocks  drew  her  through  the  Skies. 
Their  Tails  were  Spotted  with  a  thoufand  Eyes ; 
The  Eyes  of  Argus  on  their  Tails  were  rang'd  ; 
At  the  fame  time  the  Raven's  Colour  chang'd. 

fhe   Story   of  Coronis,    and   Birth    of 

iEsCULAPIUS. 

The  Raven  once  in  Snowy  Plumes  was  dreft, 
White  as  the  whiteit  Dove's  unfuily'd  Breaft, 
Fair  as  the  Guardian  of  the  Capitol, 
Soft  as  the  Swan ;  a  large  and  lovely  Fowl  $ 

His 
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His  Tongue,  his  prating  Tongue  hadchang'd  him  quite 
To  footy  Blacknefs,   from  the  pureft  White. 

The  Story  of  his  Change  fhall  here  be  told  j 
In  TheJ/hly  there  liv'd  a  Nymph  of  old, 
Coronis  nam'd ;  a  peerkfs  Maid  me  fbin'd, 
Confeft  the  fairefl  of  the  fairer  Kind. 
Jpollo  Iov'd  her,  'till  her  Guilt  he  knew, 
While  true  (lie  war,  or  whilft  he  thought  her  true. 
But  his  own  Bird  the  Raven  chanc'd  to  find 
The  falfe  one  with  a  iecret  Rival  jeyn'd. 
Coronis  begg'd  him  to  fupprefs  the  Tale, 
But  could  not  with  repeated  Pray'rs  prevail, 
Kis  milk-white  Pinions  to  the  God  he  ply'd  j 
The  bufy  Daw  flew  with  him,  Side  by  Side, 
And  by  a  thoufand  teizing  Queflions  drew 
Tti  important  Secret  from  him  as  they  flew. 
The  Daw  gave  honeft  Counfel,  tho'  defpis'd, 
And,  tedious  in  her  Tattle,  thus  advis'd. 

"  Stay,  filly  Bird,  th'ill-natur'd  Task  refufe, 
"  Nor  be  the  Bearer  of  unwelcome  News. 
"  Be  warn'd  by  my  Example :  you  difcern 
"  What  now  I  am,  and  what  I  was  fhall  learn. 
"  My  foolifh  Honefly  was  all  my  Crime; 
"  Then  hear  my  Story.     Once  upon  a  Time, 
"  The  two-fhap'd  Eriahonius  had  his  Birth 
"  (Without  a  Mother)  from  the  teeming  Earth  j 
'*  Minerva  nurs'd  him,  and  the  Infant  laid 
"  Within  a  Cheft,  of  twining  Ofiers  made. 
<{  The  Daughters  of  King  Cecrops  undertook 
'*  To  guard  the  Cheft,  commanded  not  to  look 

"  On 
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<  On  what  was  hid  within.     I  Hood  to  fee 
*  The  Charge  obey'd,  perch' d  on  a  neighb'ring  Tree. 
.'«  The  Sillers  Pandrofos  and  Herse  keep 
«<  The  ftria  Command;  Aglauros  needs  would  Peep, 
jf  And  faw  the  monftrous  Infant,  in  a  Fright, 
«  And  call'd  her  Sifters  to  the  hideous  Sight : 
««  A  Boy's  foft  Shape  did  to  the  Waift  prevail, 
«<  But  the  Boy  ended  in  a  Dragon's  Tail. 
«<  I  told  the  ftern  Minerva  all  that  pafs'd  ; 
I  But  for  my  Pains,   difcarded  and  difgrac'd, 
«  The  frowning  Goddefs  drove  me  from  her  Sight, 
«  And  for  her  Fav'rite  chofe  the  Bird  of  Night. 
1  Be' then  no  Tell-Tale  ;  for  I  think  my  Wrong 
«  Enough  to  teach  a  Bird  to  hold  her  Tongue. 

»  But  you,  perhaps,  may  think  I  was  removed, 
««  As  never  by  the  heav'nly  Maid  belov'd : 
"  But  I  was  lov'd  ;  ask  Pal/as  if  I  Lye  ; 
I  Tho'  Pallas  hate  me  now,  (he  won't  deny  : 
«  For  I,  whom  in  a  feather'd  Shape  you  view,        1 
>  «  Was  once  a  Maid  (by  Heav'n  the  Story's  true)        > 
"  A  blooming  Maid,  and  a  King's  Daughter  too.      -> 
«  A  Crowd  of  Lovers  own'd  my  Beauty's  Charms  5 
«  My  Beauty  was  the  Caufe  of  all  my  Harms ; 
«  Neptune,  as  on  his  Shores  I  wont  to  rove, 
«<  Obferv'd  me  in  my  Walks,  and  fell  in  Love. 
"  He  made  his  Courtmip,  he  confefs'd  hisj>ain, 
"  And  offer'd  Force,  when  all  his  Arts  were  vain  1 
«'  Swift  he  purfu'd :  I  ran  along  the  Strand, 
•<  'Till,  fpent  and  vveary'd  on  tHU&nking  Sand, 
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"  I  mriek'd  aloud,  with  Cries  I  flll'd  the  Air  -> 

"  To  Gods  and  Men ;  nor  God  nor  Man  was  there .  I 
A  Virgin  Gcddefs  heard  a  Virgin's  Pray'r.  '  3 

"  For,  as  my  Arms  I  lifted  to  the  Skies, 
"  I  faw  Black  Feathers  from  my  Fingers'  rife ; 
"  I  flrove  to  fling  my  Garment  on  the  Ground  ; 
"  My  Garment  turn'd  to  Plumes,  and  girt  me  round, 
'    My  Hands  to  beat  my  naked  Bofom  try  j 
"  Nor  naked  Bofom  now  nor  Hands  had  I : 
«'  Lightly  I  tripe,  nor  weary  as  before 

I'  ?""*  inrthe  Sand'   but  ****  along  the  Shore; 
rill,   nfmgon  my  Wings,  I  was  preferred 

"  To  be  the  chafte  MWs  Virgin  Bird  ■ 

"  Preferr'd  in  vain?  I  now  am  in  Difgrace : 

"  Ny&me*}  the  Owl  enjoys  my  Place. 

«  On  Her  incefluous  Life  J  need  not  dwell, 
(In  Lesbos  itill  the  horrid  Tale  thev  tell) 

<<  pnd  lf^dire  Am°UrS  ym  muft  hw  ^ard, 
For  which  (he  now  does  Penance  in  a  Bird 

|  That  confeious  of  her  Shame,  avoids  the  Light, 

*    il    i°VeS  the  gl00my  CovYi»Z  of  the  Night; 

«  The  Birds,  where-e'er  {he  flatters,  fcare  away 

?  The  Hooting  Wretch,  and  drive  her  from  the  Day 

The  Raven,  urg'd  by  fuch  Impertinence, 
Grew  Paffionate,  it  feems,   and  took  Offence 
And  curl*  the  harmlefs  Daw ;  the  Daw  withdrew  ♦ 
The  Raven  to  her  injur'd  Patron  flew, 
And  found  him  out,  and  told  the  fatal' Truth 
Of  falfe  Coronis  and^fe  favoured  Youth. 


Tkf. 
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The  God  was  wroth  ,•  the  Colour  left  his  Look, 
|The  Wreath  his  Head,  the  Harp  his  Hand  forfook* 
iHis  Silver  Bow  and  feather'd  Shafts  he  took, 
And  Iodg'd  an  Arrow  in  the  tender  Breait, 
That  had  fo  often  to  his  own  been  preft. 
Down  fell  the  wounded  Nymph,  and  fadly  groan'd, 
:And  puIPd  his  Arrow  reeking  from  the  Wound  ; 
jAnd  welt  ring  in  her  Blood,  thus  faintly  cry'd, 
u  Ah  cruel  God  !  tho'  I  have  juftly  dy'd, 
*'  What  has,  alas !  my  unborn  Infant  done, 
I  That  He  mould  fall,  and  Two  expire  in  One  ? 
This  faid,  in  Agonies  fhe  fetch' d  her  Breath. 

The  God  diftblves  in  Pity  at  her  Death  ; 
He  hates  the  Bird  that  made  her  Falfhood  known, 
And  hates  Himfelf  for  what  himfelf  had  done  5 
The  feather'd  Shaft,  that  fent  her  to  the  Fates, 
And  hh  own  Hand,  that  fent  the  Shaft,   he  hates. 
Fain  would  he  heal  the  Wound,  and  eafe  her  Pain, 
And  tries  the  Compafs  of  his  Art  in  vain. 
Soon  as  he  faw  the  lovely  Nymph  expire, 
The  Pile  made  ready,  and  the  kindling  &re, 
1  With  Sighs  and  Groans  her  Obfequies  he  kept, 
And,  if  a  God  could  weep,  the  God  had  wept. 
Her  Corps  he  kifs'd,  and  heav'nly  Incenfe  brought, 
And  folemniz'd  the  Death  himfelf  had  wrought. 

But  left  his  Offspring  ihould  her  Fate  partake, 
Spight  of  th'  Immortal  Mixture  in  his  Mike, 
He  ript  her  Womb,  and  fet  the  Child  at  large, 
And  gave  him  to  jhe  Centaur  Cbimiz  Charge : 


Inen 


70        Ovid'j  Met  amor phofes.     Book  If 

Then  in  his  Fury  Black'd  the  Raven  o'er, 

And  bid  him  Prate  in  his  White  Plumes  no  more. 

Ocyrrhoe  transform' d  to  a  Mare* 

Old  Chiron  took  the  Babe  with  fecret  Joy, 
Proud  of  the  Charge  of  the  Celeftial  Boy. 
His  Daughter  too,  whom  on  the  fandy  Shore 
The  Nymph  Charicio  to  the  Centaur  bore, 
With  Hair  dimevel'd  on  her  Shoulders,  came 
To  fee  the  Child,   Ocyrrhce  was  her  Name  ; 
She  knew  her  Father's  Arts,  and  could  rehearfe 
The  Depths  of  Prophecy  in  founding  Verfe. 
Once,  as  the  facred  Infant  fhe  furvey'd, 
The  God  was  kindled  in  the  raving  Maid, 
And  thus  fhe  utter'd  her  Prophetick  Tale; 
"  Hail,  great  Phyfician  of  the  World,  All-hail  5 
"  Hail,  mighty  Infant,  who  in  Years  to  come 
<f  Shalt  heal  the  Nations,  and  defraud  the  Tomb; 
"  Swift  be  thy  Growth  !  thy  Triumphs  unconfln'd  ! 
t(  Make  Kingdoms  thicker,  and  increafe  Mankind. 
«  Thy  daring  Art  mail  animate  the  Dead, 
«•And  draw  the  Thunder  on  thy  guilty  Head  : 
"  Then  fhalt  thou  die,  but  from  the  dark  Abode 
6i  Rife  up  Victorious,  and  be  Twice  a  God. 
c<  And  Thou,  my  Sire,  not  deftin'd  by  thy  Birth 
"  To  turn  to  Duft  and  mix  with  common  Earth, 
"  How  wilt  thou  tofs,  and  rave,  and  long  to  die, 
««  And  quit  thy  Claim  to  Immortality ; 

"  Wheii 
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'  When  thou  fhafc  feel,  enrag'd  with  inward  Pains, 
1  The  Hydras  Venom  rankling  in  thy  Veins  ! 
"  The  Gods,  in  Pity,  mail  contract  thy  Date, 
'*  And  give  thee  over  to  the  Pow'r  of  Fate. 

Thus  entring  into  Deftiny,  the  Maid 
The  Secrets  of  offended  Jove  betray 'd  : 
More  had  fhe  Hill  to  fay ;   but  now  appears 
Opprefs'd  with  Sobs  and  Sighs,  and  drown' d  in  Tears. 
"  My  Voice,  fays  fhe,  is  gone,  my  Language  fails ; 

Through  ev'ry  Limb  my  kindred  Shape  prevails : 
|  Why  did  the  God  this  fatal  Gift  impart, 

And  with  Prophetick  Raptures  fwell  my  Heart? 
"  What  new  Defires  are  thefe  ?  I  long  to  pace 
H  O'er  flow'ry  Meadows,  and  to  feed  on  Grafs; 
n  I  haften  to  a  Brute,  a  Maid  no  more  ; 
I  But  why,  alas  !  am  I  transformed  all  o'er  ? 
I  My  Sire  does  Half  a  human  Shape  retain, 
fe  And  in  his  upper  Parts  preferve  the  Man. 

Her  Tongue  no  more  diftincl  Complaints  affords, 
But  in  fhrill  Accents  and  mif-fhapen  Words 
Pours  forth  fuch  hideous  Wailings,  as  declare 
The  Human  Form  confounded  in  the  Mare  : 
Till  by  degrees  accomplifh'd  in  the  Beaft, 
She  neigh'd  out-right,  and  all  the  Steed  expreft. 
Her  ftooping  Body  on  her  Hands  is  born, 
Her  Hands  are  turn'd  to  Hoofs,  and  fhod  in  Horn, 
Her  yellow  Treffes  ruffle  in  a  Mane, 
And  in  a  flowing  Tail  (he  frisks  her  Train. 
The  Mare  was  finiuYd  in  her  Voice  and  Look, 
And  a  new  Name  from  the  new  Figure  took. 

The 
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The   Transformation   of    Battus   to 
Touch-ftone. 

Sore  wept  the  Centaur,  and  to  Phcebus  pray'd* 
But  how  could  Phcebus  give  the  Centaur  Aid  ? 
Degraded  of  his  Pow'r  by  angry  Jove, 
In  Elis  Then  a  Herd  of  Beeves  he  drove ; 
And  wielded  in  his  Hand  a  Staff  of  Oak, 
And  o'er  his  Shoulders  threw  the  Shepherd's  Cloak; 
On  fev'n  compacted  Reeds  he  us'd  to  play, 
And  on  his  Rural  Pipe  to  wade  the  Day. 

As  once  attentive  to  his  Pipe  he  playM, 
The  crafty  Hermes  from  the  God  convey'd  i 

A  Drove,  that  fep'rate  ^m  their  Fellows  ftray'd.    - 
The  Theft  an  old  infidious  Peafant  view'd 
{They  call'd  him  Battus  in  the  Neighbourhoood) 
Hir'd  by  a  wealthy  PyJian  Prince  to  feed 
His  fav'rite  Mares,  and  watch  the  gen'rous  Breed. 
The  TJevifh  God  lufpefted  him,  and  took 
The  Hind  afide,  and  thus  in  Whifpers  fpoke ; 
"  Difcover  not  the  Theft,  whoe'er  thou  be, 
"  And  rake  that  milk-white  Heifer  for  thy  Fee. 
"  Go,  Stranger,  cries  the  Clown,  fecurely  on, 
"  That  Stone  mail  fooner  tell, "  and  fliow'd  a  Stone. 

The  God  withdrew,  but  ftrait  return'd  again, 
In  Speech  and  Habit  like  a  Country  Swain ; 
And  cries  out,  "  Neighbour,  haft  thou  feen  a  Stray 
*'  Of  Bullocks  and  of  Heifers  pafs  this  Way  ? 
"  In  the  Recov'ry  of  my  Cattle  join, 
*  A  Bullock  and  a  Heifer  lhall  be  thine. 

The 
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The  Peafant  quick  replies,  "  You'll  find  'em  there 
"  In  yon  dark  Vale  j  and  in  the  Vale  they  were 
The  Double  Bribe  had  his  falfe  Heart  beguil'd  :' 
The  God,  fuccefsful  in  theTryal,  fmil'd; 
J  And  doit  thou  thus  betray  my  felf  to  Me  ? 
J  Me  to  my  felf  doll  thou  betray  ?  fays  he :' 
Then  to  a  Touch  Jane  turns  the  faithlefs  Spy ; 
And  in  his  Name  records  his  Infamy. 

Tie  Story  ^/Aglauros   transformed 
into  a  Statue, 

This  done,  the  God  flew  up  on  high,  and  pafs'd 
O  er  lofty  Athens,  by  Minerva  grae'd, 
And  wide  Municbia,  whilft  his  Eyes  furvey 
All  the  vaft  Region  that  beneath  him  lay 

'Twas  now  the  Feait,  when  each  Athenian  Maid 
Her  yearly  Homage  to  Minerva  paid ; 
In  Canifters,  with  Garlands  cover'd  o'er, 
High  on  their  Heads,  their  myitick  Gifts  they  bore  • 
And  now,  returning  in  a  folemn  Train, 
The  Troop  of  mining  Virgins  fill'd  the  Plain.? 

The  God  well  pleas'd  beheld  the  pompous  Show, 
&nd  faw  the  bright  Proceffion  pafs  below  ; 
Then  veer'd  about,  and  took  a  wheeling  Flight, 
\nd  hover'd  o'er  them:  As  the  fpreading Kite,' 
pat  fmells  the  llaughter'd  Vi&im  from  on  high, 
i?lies  at  a  Diftance,  if  the  Priefts  are  nigh,  I 

Ind  fails  around,  and  keeps  it  in  her  Eye/  V 

K>  kept  the  God  the  Virgin  Quire  in  View, 
ind  in  How  winding  Circles  round  them  flew. 
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As  Lucifer  excells  the  meaneft  Star, 

Or,  as  the  full-orb'd  Phcebe,  Lucifer; 

So  much  did  H^  all  the  reft  outvy, 

And  gave  a  Grace  to  the  Solemnity. 

Hermes  was  nYd,  as  in  the  Clouds  he  hung : 

So  the  cold  Bullet,  that  with  Fury  flung 

From  Bakarick  Engines  mounts  on  high, 

Glows  in  the  Whirl,  and  burns  along  the  Sky. 

At  length  he  pitch'd  upon  the  Ground,  and  fhow'd 

The  Form  Divine,  the  Features  of  a  God. 

He  knew  their  Virtue  o'er  a  Female  Heart, 

And  yet  he  ftrives  to  better  them  by  Art. 

He  hangs  his  Mantle  loofe,  and  fets  to  mow 

The  golden  Edging  on  the  Seam  below ; 

Adjuils  his  flowing  Curls,  and  in  his  Hand 
Waves,  with  an  Air,  the  Sleep-procuring  Wand  i 
The  glittering  Sandals  to  his  Feet  applies, 
And  to  each  Heel  the  well-trim'd  Pinion  ties. 

His  Ornaments  with,  niceft  Art  difplay'd, 
He  feeks  th'  Apartment  of  the  Royal  Maid. 
The  Roof  was  all  with  poliQYd  Iv  ry  linM, 
That  richly  mix'd,  in  Clouds  of  Tortoife  fhin'd. 
Three  Rooms,  contiguous,  in  a  Range  were  piac'd, 
The  Midmoft  by  the  beauteous  Herse  grac'd  ; 
Her  Virgin  Sifters  lodg'd  on  either  Side. 
Jglauros  firft  iW  approaching  God  defcry'd, 
And,  as  he  crofs'd  her  Chamber,  ask'd  his  Name, 
And  what  his  Bufmefs  was,  and  whence  he  came. 
"*'  I  come,  reply'd  the  God,  from  Heav'n,  to  woo 
««  Your  Sifter,  and  to  make  an  Aunt  of  you  ; 
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"  I  am  the  Son  and  MefTenger  of  Jove ; 
P  My  Name  is  Mercury  ,  my  Bus'nefs  Love ; 
f  Do  you,  kind  Damfel,  take  a  Lover's  Part, 
<f  And  gain  Admittance  to  your  Siller's  Heart. 

She  (lar'd  him  in  the  Face  with  Looks  amaz'd. 
As  when  me  on  Minerva's  Secret  gaz'd, 
And  asks  a  mighty  Treaiure  for  her  Hire ; 
And,  'till  he  brings  it,  makes  the  God  retire. 
Minerva  griev'd  to  fee  the  Nymph  fucceed  ; 
And  now  remembring  the  late  impious  Deed, 
When,  difobedient  to  her  ftricl  Command, 
She  touch'd  the  Cheit  with  an  unhallow'd  Hand  i 
In  big-fwoln  Sighs  her  inward  Rage  exprefs'd, 
That  heav'd  the  rifing  Mgis  on  her  Breaft  j 
Then  fought  out  Envy  in  her  dark  Abode, 
DehTd  with  ropy  Gore  and  Clots  of  Blood : 
Shut  from  the  Winds,  and  from  the  wholfome  Skies, 
In  a  deep  Vale  the  gloomy  Dungeon  lies, 
Difmal  and  Cold,  where  not  a  Beam  of  Light 
Invades  the  Winter,  or  difturbs  the  Night. 
Direclly  to  the  Cave  her  Courfe  fne  tfeer'd; 

I  Againft  the  Gates  her  martial  Lance  me  rear'd ;  ? 

I  The  Gates  flew  open,  and  the  Fiend  appear'd.  3 

A  pois'nous  Morfel  in  her  Teeth  me  chew'd, 
And  gorg'd  the  Flefh  of  Vipers  for  her  Food. 
Minerva  loathing  turn'd  away  her  Eye; 
The  hideous  Monfler,  rifing  Heavily, 

•  Came  talking  forward  with  a  fullen  Pace, 
And  left  her  mangled  Offals  on  the  Place. 
Soon  as  me  few  the  Goddefs  gay  and  bright, 

•  She  fctch'd  a  Groan  at  fuch  a  chearful  Sight, 
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Livid  and  meagre  were  her  Looks,  her  Eye 

In  foul  diftorted  Glances  turn'd  awry ; 

A  Hoard  of  Gall  her  inward  Parts  pofTefs'd, 

And  fpread  a  Greennefa  o'er  her  canker'dBreaft ; 

Her  Teeth  were  brown  with  Ruft,  and  from  her  Tongue, 

In  dangling  Drops,  the  ftringy  Poifon  hung. 

She  never  fmiles  but  when  the  Wretched  weep, 

Nor  lulls  her  Malice  with  a  Moment's  Sleep, 

Reftlefs  in  Spite;  while  watchful  to  deftroy, 

She  pines  and  fickens  at  Another's  Joy; 

Foe  to  her  felf,  diftrefling  and  diftreft, 

She  bears  her  own  Tormentor  in  her  BreafU 

The  Goddefs  gave  (for  (he  abhorr'd  her  Sight) 

A  ftiort  Command:    "  To  Athens  fpeed  thy  Flight; 

«•  On  curft  Aglauros  try  thy  utmoft  Art, 

"  And  fix  thy  rankeit  Venoms  in  her  Heart. 

This  faid,  her  Spear  ftie  pufh'd  againft  the  Ground, 

And  mounting  from  it  with  an  active  Bound, 

Flew  off  to  Heav'n :  The  Hag  with  Eyes  askew 

Look'd  up,  and  mutter'd  Curfes  as  Cnt  flew; 

For  fore  me  fretted,  and  began  to  grieve 

At  the  Succefs  which  ftie  her  felf  muft  give. 

Then  takes  her  Staff,    hung   round  with  Wreaths  of 

Thorn, 
And  fails  along,  in  a  black  Whirlwind  born, 
O'er  Fields  and  flow'ry  Meadows :  Where  file  fleers 
Her  baneful  Courfe,  a  mighty  Blaft  appears, 
Mildews  and  Blights ;  the  Meadows  are  defac'd, 
The  Fields,  the  Flow'rs,  and  the  whole  Year  laid  wafte: 
On  Mortals  next,  and  peopled  Towns  (he  falls, 
And  breathes  a  burning  Flague  among  their  Walls. 

When 


Book  II.      OviD'i  Met amorphofes.        77 

When  Athens  fhe  beheld,  for  Arts  renown'd, 
With  Peace  made  happy,  and  with  Plenty  crown'd, 
Scarce  could  the  hideous  Fiend  from  Tears  forbear, 
To  find  out  nothing  that  deferv'd  a  Tear. 
Th'  Apartment  now  fhe  enter'd,  where  at  reft 
Aglauros  lay,  with  gentle  Sleep  oppreft. 
To  execute  Minerva*  dire  Command, 
She  ftroak'd  the  Virgin  with  her  canker'd  Hand, 
Then  prickly  Thorns  into  her   Bread  convey'd, 
That  ftung  to  Madnefs  the  devoted  Maid: 
Her  fubtle  Venom  Mill  improves  the  Smart, 
Frets  in  the  Blood,  and  fellers  in  the  Heart. 

To  make  the  Work   more  fure,  a  Scene  (he  drew, 
And  plac'd  before  the  dreaming  Virgin's  View 
Her  Sifter's  Marriage,  and  her  glorious  Fate  : 
Th' imaginary  Bride  appears  in  State; 
The  Bride-groom  with  unwonted  Beauty  glows : 
For  Envy  Magnifies   what-e'er  (he  (hows. 

Full  of  the  Dream,  Aglauros  pin'd  away 
In  Tears  all  Night,  in  Darknefs  all  the  Day ; 
Confum'd  like  Ice,  that  juft   begins  to  run, 
When  feebly  fmitten  by  the  diftant  Sun; 
Or  like  unwholfome  Weeds,  that  fet  on  Fire 
Are  flowly  wafted,  and  in  Smoke  expire. 
Giv'n  up  to  Envy  (for  in  ev'ry  Thought 
The  Thorns,  the  Venom,  and  the  Vifion  wrought) 
Oft  did  fhe  call  on  Death,  as  oft  decreed, 
Rather  than  fee  her  Sifter's  Wifh  fucceed, 
To  tell  her  awful  Father  what   had  paft : 
At  length  before  the  Door  her  felf  fhe  caft ; 
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And,  fitting  on  the  Ground  with  fullen  Pride, 
A  Paflage  to  the  Love-fick  God  deny'd. 
The  God  carefs'd,  and  for  AdmifTion  pray'd, 
And  footh'd  in  foftefl  Woods  th'  envenom'd  Maid. 
Jn  vain  he  footh'd.     "  Begone  !  the  Maid  replies, 
"  Or  here  I  keep  my  Seat,  and  never  rife. 
"  Then  keep  thy  Seat  for  ever,  cries  the  God, 
And  touch' d  the  Door,  wide  op'ning  to  his  Rod. 
Fain  would  me  rife,  and  Hop  him,  but  me  found 
Her  Trunk  too  heavy  to  forfake  the  Ground; 
Her  Joints  are  all  benumb'd,  her  Hands  are  pale, 
And  Marble  now  appears  in  ev'ry  Nail. 
As  when  a  Cancer  in  the  Body  feeds, 
And  gradual  Death  from  Limb  to  Limb  proceeds ; 
So  does  the  Chilnefs  to  each  vital  Part 
Spread  by  degrees,  and  creeps  into  her  Heart ; 
'Till  hard'ning  ev'ry  where,  and  fpeechlefs  grown, 
She  fits  unmov'd,  and  freezes  to  a  Stone. 
But  Hill  her  envious  Hue  and  fullen  Mein 
Are  in  the  Sedentary  Figure  feen. 

E  u  r  o  p  a  's  Rape. 

When  now  the  God  his  Fiary  had  allay'd, 
And  taken  Vengeance  of  the  ftubborn  Maid, 
From  where  the  bright  Athenian  Turrets  rife 
He  mounts  aloft,  and  re-afcends  the  Skies. 
Jove  faw  him  enter  the  fublime  Abodes, 
And,  as  he  mix'd  among  the  Crowd  of  Gods, 

Beckon'd 
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Beckon'd  him  out,  and  drew  him  from  the  Rett, 
And  in  foft  Whifpcrs  thus  his  Will  expreft. 

u  My  trufty  Hermes,  by  whofe  Ready  Aid     [vey'd, 
p  Thy  Sire's  Commands  are  through  the  World  con- 
"  Refume  thy  Wings,  exert  their  utmoft  Force, 
I  And  to  the  Walls  of  Sidon  fpeed  thy  Courfe; 
r  There  find  a  Herd  of  Heifers  wand'ring  o'er 
F  The  neighb'ring  Hill,  and  drive  'cm  to  the  Shore  . 

Thus  fpoke  the  God,  concealing  his  Intent. 
The  trufty  Hermes  on  his  MefTage  went, 
And  found  the  Herd  of  Heifers  wand'ring  o'er 
A  neighb'ring  Hill,  and  drove  'em  to  the  Shore  ; 
Where  the  King's  Daughter,  with  a  lovely  Train 
Of  Fellow-Nymphs,  was  fporting  on  the  Plain. 

The  Dignity  of  Empire  laid  afide, 
(For  Love  but  ill  agrees  with  Kingly  Pride) 
The  Ruler  of  the  Skies,  the  Thund'ring  God, 
Who  makes  the  World's  Foundations  with  a  Nod, 
Among  a  Herd  of  lowing  Heifers  ran,! 
Frisk'd  in  a  Bull,  and  bellow'd  o'er  the  Plain. 
Large  Rowles  of  Fat  about  his  Shoulders  clung, 
And  from  his  Neck  the  double  Dewlap  hung. 
His  Skin  was  whiter  than  the  Snow  that  lies 
Unfully'd  by  the  Breath  of  Southern  Skies ; 
Small  mining  Horns  on  his  curl'd  Forehead  ftand, 
As  turn'd  and  polifh'd  by  the  Work- man's  Hand  £ 
His  Eye-balls  rowl'd,  not  formidably  bright, 
But  gaz'd  and  languifli'd  with  a  gentle  Light. 
His  ev'ry  Look  was  peaceful,  and  expreft 
The  Softnefs  of  the  Lover  in  the  Beaft. 
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Agenor\  Royal  Daughter,  as  foe  plaid 
Among  the  Fields,  the  Milk-white  Bull  furvey'd, 
And  view'd  his  fpotlefs  Body  with  Delight, 
And  at  a  Diflance  kept  him  in  her  Sight. 
At  length  (he  pJuck'd  the  rifing  Fiow'rs,  and  fed 
The  gentle  Beaft,  and  fondly  flroak'd  his  Head. 
He  Hood  well  pleas'd  to  Touch  the  charming  Fair, 
But  hardly  could  confine  his  Pieafure  there. 
And  now  he  wantons  o'er  the  neighbVing  Sirand, 
Now  rowls  his  Body  on  the  yellow  Sand ; 
And,  now  perceiving  all  her  Fears  decay'd, 
Comes  toiling  forward  to  the  Royal  Maid  : 
Gives  her  his  Bread  to  flroke,  and  downward  turns 
His  grizly  Brow,  and  gently  ftoops  his  Horns. 
In  hWry  Wreaths  the  Royal  Virgin  dreft 
His  bending  Horns,  and  kindly  clapt  his  Breaft. 
Fill  now  grown  wanton  and  devoid  of  Fear, 
Not  knowing  that  me  preft  the  Thunderer, 
She  plac'd  her  felf  upon  his  Back,  and  rode 
O'er  Fields  and  Meadows,  feated  on  the  God. 
He  gently  march'd  along,  and  by  degrees 
Left  the  dry  Meadow,  and  approach'd  the  Seas ; 
Where  now  he  dips  his  Hoofs  and  wets  his  Thighs, 
Now  plunges  in,  and  carries  off  the  Prize. 
The  frighted  Nymph  looks  backward  on  the  Shore, 
And  hears  the  tumbling  Billows  round  her  roar; 
But  ftill  fhe  holds  him  faft:  one  Hand  is  born 
Upon  his  Back ;  the  other  grafps  a  Horn  : 
Her  Train  of  ruffling  Garments  flies  behind. 
Swells  in  the  Air,  and  hovers  in  the  Wind. 

Through 
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Through  Storms  and  Tempefts  he  the  Virgin  bore, 
And  lands  her  fafe  on  the  Dittaean  Shore ; 
Where  now,  in  his  Divined  Form  array'd, 
[n  his  True  Shape  he  captivates  the  Maid ; 
Who  gazes  en  him,  and  with  wond'ring  Eyes 
Beholds  the  new  majeftick  Figure  rife, 
His  glowing  Features,  and  celeftial  Light, 
And  all  the  God  difcover'd  to  her  Sight. 


?he  End  of  the  Second  Book. 


Gf 


OVID's 


wcajttc 


O    V    I    D\r 

METAMORPHOSES. 
BOOK    IIL 

jfranflaied  by  Mr.  Addison. 

The  Story  of  Cadmus. 

HEN  now  Agenor  had   his  Daughter 

loft, 
He   fent   his  Son    to  fearch   on   ev'ry 

Coatf ; 

u^m^m  And  fternIy  bid  him  tG  his  Arms  reftorc 

The  Darling  Maid,  or  fee  his  Face  no  more, 
But  live  an  Exile  in  a  foreign  Clime  ; 
Thus  was  the  Father  Pious  to  a  Crime. 

The  refilefs  Youth  fearch'd  all  the  World  around; 
But  how  can  Jove  in  his  Amours  be  found  ? 
When,  tir'd  at  length  with  unfuccefsful  Toil, 
To  fnuc  his  angry  Sire  and  Native  Soil, 

He 
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He  goes  a  fuppliant  to  the  Delphick  Dome  ; 
There  asks  the  God  what  new  appointed  Home 
Should  end  his  Wand'rings,  and  his  Toils  relieve. 
The  Delphick  Oracles  this  Anfwer  give. 

"  Behold  among  the  Fields  a  lonely  Cow, 
r«  Unworn  with  Yokes,  unbroken  to  the  Plow  j 
"  Mark  well  the  Place  where  firfl  fhe  lays  her  down, 
■«  There  meafure  out  thy  Walls,  and  build  thy  Town, 
"  And  from  the  Guide  Bceotia  call  the  Land, 
*'  In  which  the  deftin'd  Walls  and  Town  fhall  Hand* 

No  fooner  had  he  left  the  dark  Abode, 
Big  with  the  Promife  of  the  Delphick  God, 
When  in  the  Fields  the  fatal  Cow  he  view'd, 
Nor  gall'd  with  Yokes,  nor  worn  with  Servitude 
Her  gently  at  a  Diftance  he  purfu'd  j 
And  as  he  walk'd  aloof,  in  Silence  pray'd 
To  the  great  Pow'r  whofe  Counfels  he  obey'd. 
Her  Way  thro'  flow'ry  Panope  me  took, 
And  now,  Cephifus,  crofs'd  thy  Silver  Brook; 
When  to  the  Heav'ns  her  fpacious  Front  fhe  rais'd, 
And  bellow'd  thrice,  then  backward  turning  gaz'd 
On  thofe  behind,  'till  on  the  defthVd  Place 
She  ftoop'd,  and  couch'd  amid  the  rifing  Grafs. 

Cadmus  falutes  the  Soil,  and  gladly  hails 
The  new-found  Mountains,  and  the  namelefs  Vales, 
And  thanks  the  Gods,  and  turns  about  his  Eye 
To  fee  his  new  Dominions  round  him  lie ; 
Then  fends  his  Servants  to  a  neighb'ring  Grove 
For  Hying  Streams,  a  Sacrifice  to  Jove. 

O'er 
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O'er  the  wide  Plain  there  rofe  a  ftiady  Wood 
Of  aged  Trees;  in  its  dark  Bofom  flood 
A  bulhy  Thicket,  pathlefs  and  unworn, 
O'er- run  with  Brambles,  and  perplex'd  with  Thorn: 
Amidft  the  Brake  a  hollow  Den  was  found, 
With  Rocks  and  fhelving  Arches  vaulted  round. 
Deep  in  the  dreary  Den,  conceal'd  from  Day, 
Sacred  to  Mars,  a  mighty  Dragon  lay, 
Bloated  with  Poifon  to  a  monftrous  Size  ; 
Fire  broke  in  Flafhes  when  he  glanc'd  his  Eyes: 
His  tow'ring  Creft  was  glorious  to  behold, 
His  Shoulders  and  his  Sides  were  fcal'd  with  Gold ; 
Three  Tongues  he  brandifh'd  when  he  charg'd  his  Foes; 
His  Teeth  flood  jaggy  in  three  dreadful  Rows. 
The  Syrians  in  the  Den  for  Water  fought, 
And  with  their  Urns  explor'd  the  hollow  Vault : 
From  Side  to  Side  their  empty  Urns  rebound, 
And  rowfe  the  fleeping  Serpent  with  the  Sound, 
Strait  he  beflirs  him,  and  is  feen  to  rife ; 
And  now  with  dreadful  Hillings  fills  the  Skies, 
And  darts  his  forky  Tongues,  and  rowls  his  glaring 

Eyes. 

The  Tynans  drop  their  Veflels  in  the  Fright, 
All  pale  and  trembling  at  the  hideous  Sight* 
Spire  above  Spire  uprear'd  in  Air  he  Hood, 
And  gazing  round  him  over-look'd  the  Wood  i 
Then  floating  on  the  Ground  in  Circles  rowl'd  s 
Then  leap'd  upon  them  in  a  mighty  Fold. 
Of  fuch  a  Bulk,  and  fuch  a  monflrous  Size  ^ 

The  Serpent  in  the  Polar  Circle  lies,  t 

That  ftretches  ever  half  the  Northern  Skies.  $ 

In 
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In  vain  the  Tyriam  on  their  Arms  rely, 
In  vain  attempt  to  fight,  in  vain  to  fly : 
All  their  Endeavours  and  their  Hopes  are  vain ; 
Some  die  entangled  in  the  winding  Train  ; 
Some  are  devour'd,  or  feel  a  loathfom  Death, 
Swoln  up  with  Blafts  of  Peftilential  Breath. 

And  now  the  fcorching  Sun  was  mounted  high, 
In  all  its  Luftre,  to  the  Noon-day  Sky  ; 
When,  anxious  for  his  Friends,  and  fill'd  with  Cares, 
To  fearch  the  Woods  th'  impatient  Chief  prepares. 
A  Lion's  Hide  around  his  Loins  he  wore, 
The  well  poiz'd  Javelin  to  the  Field  he  bore, 
Inur'd  to  Blood  ,•  the  far- destroying  Dart ; 
And,  the  belt  Weapon,  an  undaunted  Heart. 
v Soon  as  the  Youth  approach1  d  the  fatal  Place, 
He  faw  his  Servants  breathlefs  on  the  Grafs; 
The  fcaly  Foe  amid  their  Corps  he  view'd, 
Basking  at  Eafe,  and  feafling  in  their  Blood. 
"  Such  Friends,  he  cries,  deferv'd  a  longer  Date; 
*'  But  Cadmus  will  revenge  or  fhare  their  Fate. 
Then  heav'd  a  Stone,  and  rifmg  to  the  Throw, 
He  fent  it  in  a  Whirlwind  at  the  Foe : 
A  Tow'r,  anaulted  by  fo  rude  a  Stroke, 
With  all  its  lofty  Battlements  had  fhook ; 
But  nothing  here  th'  unweildy  Rock  avails, 
Rebounding  harmlefs  from  the  plaited  Scales, 
That,  firmly  join'd,  preferv'd  him  from  a  Wound, 
With  native  Armour  crulled  all  around. 
With  more  fuccefs  the  Dart  unerring  flew, 
Which  at  his  Back  the  raging  Warriour  threw  ; 
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Amid  the  plaited  Scales  it  took  its  Courfe, 
And  in  the  fpinal  Marrow  fpent  it6  Force. 
The  Moniter  hifs'd  aloud,  and  rag'd  in  vain, 
And  writh'd  his  Body  to  and  fro  with  Pain ; 
He  bit  the  Dart,  and  wrench'd  the  Wood  away  : 
The  Point  ftill  buried  in  the  Marrow  lay. 
And  now  his  Rage,  increafing  with  his  Pain, 
Reddens  his  Eyes,  and  beats  in  ev'ry  Vein  ; 
Churn'd  in  his  Teeth  the  foamy  Venom  rofe, 
Whilft  from  his  Mouth  a  blaft  of  Vapours  flows, 
Such  as  th'  Infernal  Stygian  Waters  caft  ; 
The  Plants  around  him  wither  in  the  Blaft. 
Now  in  a  Maze  of  Rings  he  lies  enrowl'd, 
Now  all   unravel'd,  and  without  a  Fold  ; 
Now,  like  a  Torrent,  with  a  mighty  Force 
Bears  down  the  Foreft  in  his  boift'rous  Courfe. 
Cadmus  gave  back,  and  on  the  Lion's  Spoil 
Suftain'd  the  Shock,  then  fonfd  him  to  recoil; 
The  pointed  Jav'iin  warded  off  his  Rage: 
Mad  with  his  Pains,  and  furious  to  engage, 
The  Serpent  champs  the  Steel,  and  bites  the  Spear, 
'Till  Blood  and  Venom  all  the  Point  befmear. 
But  Hill  the  Hurt  he  yet  receivd  was  flight ; 
For,  whilft  the  Champion  with  redoubled  Might 
Strikes  home  the  Jav'iin,  his  retiring  Foe 
Shrinks  from  the  Wound,  and  difappoints  the  Blow» 

The  dauntlefs  Heroe  ftill  purfues  his  Stroke, 
And  preiTes  forward,  'till  a  knotty  Oak 
\  Retards  his  Foe,  and  flops  him  in  the  Rear » 
Full  in  his  Throat  he  plung'd  the  fatal  Spear, 

That 
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That  in  tft  extended  Neck  a  PafTage  found, 

And  pierc'd  the  folid  Timber  through  the  Wound. 

Fix'd  to  the  reeling  Trunk,  with  many  a  Stroke 

Of  his  huge  Tail  he  lafli'd  the  fturdy  Oak; 

'Till  fpent  with  Toil,  and  lab'ring  hard  for  Breath, 

He  now  lay  twilling  in  the  Pangs  of  Death. 

Cadmus  beheld  him  wallow  in  a  Flood 
Of  fwimming  Poifon,  intermix'd  with  Blood; 
When  fuddenly  a  Speech  was  heard  from  high, 
(The  Speech  was  heard,  nor  was  the  Speaker  nigh) 
"  Why  doit  thou  thus  with  fecret  Pleafure  fee, 
"  Infuking  Man  !  what  thou  thy  felf  {halt  be  \ 
AftoniuYd  at  the  Voice,  he  ftood  amaz'd, 
And  all  around  with  inward  Horror  gaz'd: 
When  Pallas  fwift  defcending  from  the  Skies, 
T alias,  the  Guardian  of  the  Bold  afrd  Wife, 
Bids  him  plow  up  the  Field,  and  fcatter  round 
The  Dragon's  Teeth  o'er  all  the  furrow'd  Grounds 
Then  tells  the  Youth  how  to  his  wond'ring  Eyes 
Embattled  Armies  from  the  Field  fhould  rife. 

He  fows  the  Teeth  at  P alias's  Command, 
And  flings  the  future  People  from  his  Hand. 
The  Clods  grow  warm,  and  crumble  where  he  fows  5 
And  now  the  pointed  Spears  advance  in  Rows ; 
Now  nodding  Plumes  appear,  and  mining  Crefts3 
Now  the  broad  Shoulders,  and  the  rifing  Breafts ; 
O'er  all  the  Field  the  breathing  Harvefl  fwarms» 
A  growing  Hoft,  a  Crop  of  Men  and  Arms. 

So  through  the  parting  Stage  a  Figure  rears 
Its  Body  up,  and  Limb  by  Limb  appears 
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By  juft  Degrees;  till  all  the  Man  arife, 
And  in  his  full  Proportion  ftrikes  the  Eyes. 

Cadmus  furpriz  d,  and  ftartled  at  the  Sight 
Of  his  new  Foes,  prepard  himfelf  for   Fight: 
When  one  cry'd  out,     "  Forbear,  fond  Man,  forbear 
I  To  mingle   in  a  blind  promifcuous  War. 
This  faid,  he  ftruck  his   Brother  to  the  Ground, 
Himfelf  expiring  by  another's  Wound; 
Nor  did  the  Third  his  Conqueit  long  furvivc, 
Dying  ere   fcarce  he  had  begun  to  live. 

The  dire  Example  ran  through  all  the  Field, 
'Till  Heaps  of  Brothers  were  by  Brothers  kill'd; 
The  Furrows  fwam  in  Blood  :  and  only  five 
Of  all  the  vail  Increafe  were  left  alive. 
Ecbion  One,  at  Pa/ias's  Command, 
Let  fall  the  guiltlefs  Weapon  from  his  Hand, 
And  with  the  reft  a  peaceful  Treaty  makes, 
Whom  Cadmus  as  his  Friends  and  Partners  takes  5 
So  founds  a  City  on  the  promised  Earth, 
And  gives  his  new  Boeotian  Empire  Birth. 

Here  Cadmus  reign'd;  and  now  one  would  have guefsM 
The  Royal  Founder  in  his  Exile  bleft: 
Long  did  he  live  within  his  new  Abodes, 
Ally'd  by  Marriage  to  the  deathlefs  Gods ; 
And,  in  a  fruitful  Wife's  Embraces  old, 
A  long  Increafe  of  Children's  Children  told  s 
But  no  frail  Man,  however  great  or  high, 
Can  be  concluded  bleft  before  he  die. 

ASaon  was  the  firft  of  all  his  Race, 
Who  griey'd  his  Grandiire  in  his  borrowed  Face; 

Con- 
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Condemn'd  by  ftern  Diana  to  bemoan 
The  branching  Horns,  and  Vifage  not  his  own ; 
To  fhun  his  once  lov'd  Dogs,  to  bound  away, 
And  from  their  Huntfman  to  become  their  Prey. 
And  yet  confider  why  the  Change  was  wrought, 
You'll  find  it  his  Misfortune,  not  his  Fault ; 
Or,  if  a  Fault,  it  was  the  Fault  of  Chance: 
For  how  can  Guilt  proceed  from  Ignorance  ? 

The  Transformation  of  Action    into  m 
Stag. 

In  a  fair  Chace  a  fhady  Mountain  flood, 
Well  flor'd  with  Game,  and  mark'd  with  Trails  of  Blood ; 
Here  did  the  Huntfmen,  'till  the  Heat  of  Day, 
Purfue  the  Stag,  and  load  themfelves with  Prey; 
When  thus  Atlaon  calling  to  the  reft : 
"  My  Friends,  faid  he,  our  Sport  is  at  the  beft, 
"  The  Sun  is  high  advanc'd,  and  downward  fheds 
"  His  burning  Beams  dire&ly  on  our  Heads  j 
%  Then  by  Confent  abflain  from  further  Spoils, 
"  Call  off  the  Dogs,  and  gather  up  the  Toils, 
"  And  ere  To-morrow's  Sun  begins  his  Race, 
V  Take  the  cool  Morning  to  renew  the  Chace. 
They  all  confent,  and  in  a  chearful  Train  } 

The  jolly  Huntfmen,  loaden  with  the  Slain,  £» 

Return  in  Triumph  from  the  fultry  Plain.  J 

Down  in  a  Vale  with  Pine  and  Cyprefs  clad, 
Refreih'd  with  gentle  Winds,  and  brown  with  Shade, 
The  chafle  Dianas  private  Haunt,  there  flood 
Full  in  the  Centre  of  the  darkfome  Wood 
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A  fpacious  Grotto,  all  around   o'er  grown 

With  hoary  Mofs,  and  arch'd  with  Pumice- Hone, 

From  out  its  rocky  Clefts  the  Waters  flow, 

And  trickling  fwell  into  a  Lake  below. 

Nature  had  ev'ry  where  (o  plaid  her  Parr, 

That  ev'ry  where  me  feem'd  to  vie  with  Art. 

Here  the  bright  Goddefs,  toil'd  and  chaf'd  with  Heat, 

Was  wont  to  bathe  her  in  the  cool  Retreat. 

Here  did  (lie  now  with  all   her  Train  refort, 
Panting  with  Heat,  and  breathlefs  from  the  Sport; 
Her  Armour-bearer  laid  her  Bow  afide, 
Some  lcos'd  her  Sandals,  fome  her  Veil  unty'd  ; 
Each  bufy  Nymph  her  proper  Part  undreft; 
While  CrocaU,  more  handy  than  the  reft, 
Gather'd  her  flowing  Hair,  and  in  a  Noofe, 
Bound  it  together,  whiltl  her  own  hung  loofe. 
Five  of  the  more  ignoble  fort  by  turns 
Fetch  up  the  Water,  and  unlade  the  Urns. 

•  Now  all  undreft  the  mining  Goddefs  flood, 
When  young  Jdaon  wilder'd  in  the  Wood, 
To  the  cool  Grott  by  his  hard  Fate  betray'd, 
:The  Fountains  filfd  with  naked  Nymphs  furvey'd, 
The  frighted   Virgins  fhriek'd  at  tne  Surprize, 
(The  Foreif  echo'd  with  thtir  piercing  Cries.) 
Then  in  a  Huadie  round  their  Goddefs  prell : 
She,  proudly  eminent  above  the  reft, 
!With  Blufhes  glow'd;  fuch  Blufhes  as  adorn 
The  ruddy  V\ e  '■  i   ,  or  the  Purple  Morn; 
And  tho' the  crowding  Nymphs  her  Body  hide, 
Half  backward  fhrunk,  and  view'd  him  from  aiide. 

Surpriz'd, 
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Surpriz'd,  at  firft  (lie  would  have  fnatch'd  her  Bow, 
But  fees  the  circling  Waters  round  her  flow » 
Thefe  in  the  Hollow  of  her  Hand  me  took, 
And  dauYd  'em  in  his  Face,  while  thus  me  fpoke : 
"  Tell,  if  thou  can'ft,  the  wondrous  Sight  difclos'd, 
•*  A  Goddefs  naked  to  thy  View  expos'd. 

This  faid,  the  Man  begun  to  difappear 
By  flow   degrees,  and  ended  in  a  Deer. 
A  rifing  Horn  on  either  Brow  he  wears, 
And  ftretches  out  his  Neck,  and  pricks  his  Ears ; 
Rough  is  his  Skin,  with  fudden  Hairs  o'er-grown, 
His  Bofom  pants  with  Fears  before  unknown ; 
Transform'd  at  length,  he  flies  away  in  hafte, 
And  wonders  why  he  flies  away  fo  fad. 
But  as  by  chance,  within  a  neighb'ring  Brook, 
He  law  his  branching  Horns  and  alrer'd  Look, 
Wretched  A8#on  !  in  a  doleful  Tone 
He  try'd  to  fpeak,  but  only  gave  a  Groan ; 
And  as  he  wept,  within  the  watry  Glafs 
He  faw  the  big  round  Drops,  with  filent  Pace/ 
Run  trickling  down  a  favage  hairy  Face. 
What  fliould  he  do  ?  Or  feek  his  old  Abodes, 
Or  herd  among  the  Deer,  and  fculk  in  Woods? 
Here  Shame  difluades  him,  there  his  Fear  prevails, 
And  each  by  turns  his  aking  Heart  aflails. 

As  he  thus  ponders,  he  behind  him  fpies 
His  op'ning  Hounds,  and  now  he  hears  their  Cries: 
A  gen'rous  Pack,  or  to  maintain  the  Chace, 
Or  fnuftthe  Vapour  from  the  fcented  Grafs. 

He  bounded  off  with  Fear,  and  fwiftly  ran 
O'er  craggy.  Mountains,  and  the  flow'ry  Plain; 

Through! 
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Through  Brakes  and  Thickets  fore'd  his  Way,  and  flew 

Through  many  a  Ring,  where  once  he  did  purfue. 

In  vain  he  oft  endeavour'd  to  proclaim 

His  new  Misfortune,  and  to  tell  his  Name; 

Nor  Voice  nor  Words  the  brutal  Tongue  fupplies ;     -j 

From  fhouting  Men,  and  Horns,  and  Dogs  he  flies,    > 

Deafen'd  and  ftuntfd  with  their  promifcuous  Cries.      J 

When  now  the  fleetefl  of  the  Pack,  that  pfeft 

Clofe  at  his  Heels,  and  fprung  before  the  reft, 

Had  faflen'd  on  him,  ilraight  another  Pair 

Hung  on  his  wounded  Haunch,  and  held  him  there, 

^Till  all  the  Pack  came  up,  and  tv^ry  Hound  ■% 

Tore  the  fad  Huntfman  grov'ling  on  the  Ground,      C 

Who  now  appear'd  but  one  continu'd  Wound.  3 

"With  dropping  Tears  his  bitter  Fate  he  moans, 

And  fills  the  Mountain  with  his  dying  Groans. 

His  Servants  with  a  piteous  Look  he  fpies, 

And  turns  about  his  fupplicating  Eyes. 

His  Servants,  ignorant  of  what  had  chane'd, 

With  eager  Hafle  and  joyful  Shouts  advane'd, 

And  call'd  their  Lord  ABaon  to  the  Game. 

He  fhook  his  Head  in  anfwer  to  the  Name; 

He  heard,  but  wiuYd  he  had  indeed  been  gone, 

Or  only  to  have  flood  a  Looker-on. 

But  to  his  Grief  he  finds  himfelf  too  near, 

And  feels  his  rav'nous  Dogs  with  Fury  tear 

Their  wretched  Mailer  panting  in  a  Deer. 


The 
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75&*  Birth  o/Bacchus, 

A3  atari  $  Sufferings,  and  Diana's  Rage, 
Did  all  the  Thoughts  of  Men  and  Gods  engage ; 
Some  call'd  the  Evils  which  Diana  wrought, 
Too  great,  and  difproportion'd  to  the  Fault : 
Others  again,  efteem'd  ASl&ori%  Woes 
Fit  for  a  Virgin  Goddefs  to  impofe. 
The  Hearers  into  different  Parts  divide, 
And  Reafons  are  produc'd  on  either  Side. 

Juno  alone,  of  all  that  heard  the  News, 
Nor  would  condemn  the  Goddefs,  nor  excufe: 
She  heeded  not  the  Juftice  of* the  Deed, 
Bat  joy'd  to  fee  the  Race  of  Cadmus  bleed  „; 
For  ftill  (he  kept  Europa  in  her  Mind, 
And,  for  her  fake,  detefted  all  her  Kind. 
Befides,  to  aggravate  her  Hate,  me  heard 
How  Semele,  to  Jove's  Embrace  preferr'd, 
Was  now  grown  big  with  an  immortal  Load, 
And  carry'd  in  her  Womb  a  future  God. 
Thus  terribly  incens'd,  the  Goddefs  broke 
To  fudden  Fury,  and  abruptly  fpoke.j 

"  Are  my  Reproaches  of  fo  fmall  a  Force  ? 
•'  Tis  time  I  then  purfue  another  Courfe  : 
"  It  is  decreed  the  guilty  Wretch  mail  die, 
"  If  I'm  indeed  the  Miftrefs  of  the  Sky, 
**  If  rightly  flyl'd  among  the  Pow'rs  above 
"  The  Wife  and  Sifter  of  the  thund'ring  Jvoti 

"  And 
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f  (And  none  can  fare  a  Sifter's  Right  deny) 
I  It  is  decreed  the  guilty  Wretch  mall  die. 
E  She  boafts  an  Honour  I  can  hardly  claim, 
«'  Pregnant  me  rifes  to  a  Mother's  Name ; 
*  While  proud  and  vain  fhe  triumphs  in  her  Jove, 
/  And  mows  the  glorious  Tokens  of  his  Love: 
/  But  if  I'm  Hill  the  Miftrefs  of  the  Skies, 
<<  By  her  own  Lover  the  fond  Beauty  dies. 
This  faid,  defcending  in  a  yellow  Cloud, 
Before  the  Gates  of  Semite  fhe  flood. 

Old  Berae\  decrepit  Shape  me  wears, 
Her  wrinkled  Vifage,  and  her  hoary  Hairs; 
Whilft  in  her  trembling  Gait  me  totters  on, 
And  learns  to  tattle  in  the  Nurfe's  Tone. 
The  Goddefs,  thus  difgais'd  in  Age,  beguil'd 
'With  pleafing  Stories  her  falfe  Fofter- Child. 
Much  did  me  talk  of  Love,  and  when  me  came 
To  mention  to  the  Nymph  her  Lover's  Name, 
Fetching  a  Sigh,  and   holding  down  her  Head, 
"  'Tis  well,  fays  me,  if  all  be  true  that's  faid. 
r<  But  truft  me,  Child,  I'm  much  inclin'd  to  fear 
I  Some  Counterfeit  in  this  your  Jupiter. 
"  Many  an  honeft  well-defigning  Maid 
*  Has  been  by  thefe  pretended  Gods  betray'd. 
I  But  if  he  be  indeed  the  thund'ring  Jove, 
I  Bid  him,  when  next  he  courts  the  Rites  of  Love, 
I  Defcend  triumphant  from  th'  Etherial  Sky, 
HP  In  all  the  Pomp  of  his  Divinity, 
i  Encompafs'd  round  by  thofe  Celeftial  Charms, 
««  With  which  he  nils  th'  immortal  Juno\  Arms. 
VoL'L  H  Th'un- 
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Th'-  unwary  Nymph,  enfnar'd  with  what  fhe  faid, 
Defir'd  of  Jovey  when  next  he  fought  her  Bed, 
To  grant  a  certain  Gift  which  (he  would  chufe; 
.«*  Fear  not,  reply'd  the  God,  that  I'll  refufe 
-**  Whate'er  you  ask:  May  Styx  confirm  my  Voice, 
■*■  Chufe  what    you  will,    and  you    mall   have  you* 

Choice. 
f*  Then,  fays  the  Nymph,  when  next  you  feek  my 

Arms, 
■•*  May  you  defcend  in  thofe  Celeftial  Charms, 
■**  With  which  your  Juno's  Bofom  you  inflame, 
''  And  fill  with  Tranfport  Heav'n's  Immortal  Dame. 
The  God  furpriz'd  would  fain  have  ftopp'd  her  Voice, 
$ut  he  had  fworn,  and  fhe  had  made  her  Choice,, 

To  keep  his  Promife  he  afcends,  and  fhrowds 
His  awful  Brow  in  Whirl-winds  and  in  Clouds; 
-Whilft  all   around,  in  terrible  Array, 
.His  Thunders  rattle,  and  his  Lightnings  play. 
And  yet  the  dazling  Luftre  to  abate, 
He  fet  not  out  in  all  his  Pomp  and  State, 
Clad  in  the  mildeft  Lightning  of  the  Skies, 
And  arm'd  with  Thunder  of  the  fmalleil  Size  \ 
Not  thofe  huge  Bolts,  by  which  the  Giants  flain 
Lay  overthrown  on  the  Phlegrean  Plain. 
'Twas  of  a  leffer  Mould,  and  lighter  Weight; 
They  call  it  Thunder  of  a  Second-Rate ; 
For  the  rough  Cyclops,  who  by  Jove's  Command 
Temper'd  the  Bolt,  and  turn'd  it  to  his  Hand, 
"Work'd  up  lefs  Flame  and  Fury  in  its  Make, 
And  quench'd  it  fooner  in  the  fianding  Lake. 

Thu* 
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Thas  dreadfully  adorn'd,  with  Horror  bright,  -% 

Th'  illuftrious  God,  defcending  from  his  Height,       > 
Came  rufhing  on  her  in  a  Storm  of  Light.  J 

The  mortal  Dame,  too  feeble  to  engage 
The  Lightning's  Flames,  and  the  Thunder's  Rage, 
Confum'd  amidll  the  Glories  me  dehYd, 
And  in  the  Terrible  Embrace  expir'd. 

But  to  preferve  his  Offspring  from  the  Tomb, 
Jove  took  him  fmoaking  from  the  Waited  Womb:: 
And,  if  on  ancient  Tales  we  may  rely, 
Inclos'd  th'  abortive  Infant  in  his  Thigh. 
Here  when  the  Babe  had  all  his  Time  fulfilTd, 
ino  flrfl;  took  him  for  her  Fofter-  Child ; 
Then  the  Nifeans,  in  their  dark  Abode, 
Kurs'd  fecretly  with  Milk  the  thriving  God. 

fhe  Transformation  -of  Tike-si  a  s. 

'Twas  now,  while  thefe  Tranfadlwjns  pad  on  Earth, 
And  Bacchus  thus  procur'd  a  fecond  Birth, 
When  Jove,  difpos'd  to  lay  afide  the  Weight 
Of  Publick  Empire  and  the  Cares  of  State, 
As  to  his  Queen  in  Nectar  Bowls  he  quafPd, 
I  In  troth,  fays  he,  and  as  he  fpoke  he  laugh'd, 
I  The  Senfe  of  Pleafure  in  the  Male  is  far 
1  More  dull  and  dead,  than  what  you  Females  (hare. 
Juno  the  Truth  of  what  was  faid  deny'd  i  % 

Tirejtas  therefore  mufl  the  Caufe  decide, 
Por  he  the  Pleafure  of  each  Sex  had  try'd,  1 

H  i  ft 
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It  happen'd  once,  within  a  fhady  Wood, 
Two  twilled  Snakes  he  in  Conjunction  view'd, 
When  with  his  Staff  their  flimy  Folds  he  broke, 
And  loft  his  Manhood  at  the  fatal  Stroke. 
But,  after  feven  revolving  Years,  he  view'd 
The  felf-fame  Serpents  in  the  felf-fame  Wood: 
"  And  if,  fays  he,  fuch  Virtue  in  you  lie, 
*'  That  he  who  dares  your  flimy  Folds  untie 
*'  Mull  change  his  Kind,  a  fecond  Stroke  I'll  try 
Again  he  flruck  the  Snakes,  and  Hood  again 
New-Sex'd,  and  ftrait  recover'd  into  Man. 
Him  therefore  both  the  Deities  create 
The  Sov 'reign  Umpire,  in  their  grand  Debate  i 
And  he  declar'd  Jbr  Jove :  When  Juno&d, 
More  than  fo  trivial  an  Affair  requir'd, 
Depriv'd  him,  in  her  Fury,  of  his  Sight, 
And  left  him  groping  round  in  fudden  Night» 
But  Jove  (for  fo  it  is  in  Heav'n  decreed, 
That  no  one  God  repeal  Another's  Deed) 
Irradiates  all  his  Soul  with  inward  Light, 
And  with  the  Prophet's  Art  relieves  the  want  of  Sight 

tfhe  Transformation  of  Echo. 

Fam'd  far  and  near  for  knowing  things  to  come, 
From  him  th'  enquiring  Nations  fought  their  Dooms 
The  fair  Liriope  his  Anfwers  try'd, 
And  firft  th'  unerring  Prophet  juflify'd. 
This  Nymph  the  God  Cepbifus  had  abus'd, 
With  all  his  winding  Waters  circumfus'd, 


And 


Book  III.     OvidV  Metamorphofe*.     10?' 

AHd  on  the  Nereid  got  a  lovely  Boy, 

Whom  the  foft  Maids  ev'n  then  beheld  with  Joy. 

The  tender  Dame,  follicitous  to  know 
Whether  her  Child  mould  reach  old  Age  or  no,* 
Gonfults  the  Sage  Tzrejtas,  who  replies, 
"  If  e'er  he  knows  himfelf  he  furely  dies,»  - 
Long  liv'd  the  dubious  Mother  in  Sufpenfe, 
Till  Time  unriddled  all  the  Prophet's  Senfe,- 

Narcijus  now  his  Sixteenth  Year  began, 
Juft  turn'd  of  Boy,  and  on  the  Verge  of  Man;- 
Many  a  Friend  the  blooming  Youth  carefs'd, 
Many  a  Love-fick  Maid  her  Flame  confefs'd, 
Such  was  his  Pride,  in  vain  the  Friend  carefs'd, 
The  Love-lick  Maid  in  vain  her  Flame  confefs'd, 

Once,  in  the  Woods,  as  he  purfu'd  the  Chace, 
The  babbling  Echo  had  defcry'd  his  Face ; 
She,  who  in  others'  Words  her  Silence  breaks, 
Nor  fpeaks  her  felf  but  when  another  fpeaks, 
Echo  was  then  a  Maid,  of  Speech  bereft, 
Of  wonted  Speech ;  for  tho'  her  Voice  was  left, 
Juno  a  Curfe  did  on  her  Tongue  impofe, 
ro  fport  with  ev'ry  Sentence  in  the  Clofe. 
Full  often  when  the  Goddefs  might  have  caugh*  - 
fo<v e  and  her  Rivals  in  the  very  Fauk, 
Phis  Nymph  with  fubtle  Stories  would  delay 
Her  Coming,  'till  the  Lovers  flip'd  away. 
The  Goddefs  found  out  the  Deceit  in  time, 
Ind  then  me  cry'd,  "  That  Tongue,  for  this  thy  Crime  \ 
'  Which  could  fo  many  fubtle  Tales  produce, 
f  Snail  be  hereafter  but  of  little  ufe. 

H  3  Hence 


tot     O  v  i  dV  Metamorphofes.    Book  III. 

Hence  'tis  fhe  prattles  in  a  fainter  Tone, 
With  mimiek  Sounds,  and  Accents  not  her  own. 

This  Love-fick  Virgin,  over-joy'd  to  find 
The  Boy  alone,  Hill  followed  him  behind : 
When  glowing  warmly  at  her  near  Approach, 
As  Sulphur  blazes  at  the  Taper's  Touch, 
She  long'd  her  hidden  Paffion  to  reveal, 
And  tell  her  Pains,  but  had  not  Words  to  tell : 
She  can't  begin,  but  waits  for  the  Rebound, 
To  catch  his  Voice,  and  to  return  the  Sound. 

The  Nymph,  when  nothing  could  Narcifus  move, 
Still  dafh'd  with  Blufhes  for  her  flighted  Love, 
Liv'd  in  the  fhady  Covert  of  the  Woods, 
In  folitary  Caves  and  dark  Abodes ; 
Where,  pitting  wander'd.the  rejected  Fair, 
•Till  harrafs'4  out,  and  worn  away  with  Care, 
The  founding  Skeleton,  of  Blood  bereft, 
Befides  her  Bones  and  Voice  had  nothing  left. 
Her  Bones  are  petrify'd,  her  Voice  is  found 
In  Vaults,  where  Hill  it  Doubles  ev'ry  Sound. 


tfbe  Story  o/ Narcissus. 

Thus  did  the  Nymphs  in  vain  carefs  the  Boy, 
He  ftill  was  lovely,  but  he  flill  was  Coy; 
When  one  fair  Virgin  of  the  flighted  Train  . 
Thus  pray'd  the  Gods,  provok'd  by  his  Difdain, 
"  Oh  may  he  love  like  me,  and  love  like  me  in 

vain ! 
Rhamnufia  pity'd  the  negleded  Fair, 
And  with  juft  Vengeance  anfwer'd  to  herPray'r 
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There  Hands  a  Fountain  in  a  darkfom  Wood, 
Nor  ftain'd  with  falling  Leaves  nor  riling  Mud  ; 
Untroubled  by  the  Breath  of  Winds  it  refts, 
Unfully'd  by  the  Touch  of  Men  or  Beafts ; , 
High  Bow'rs  of  ftiady  Trees  above  it  grow, 
And  rifing  Grafs  and  chearful  Greens  below. 
PItas'd  with  the  Form  and  Goolnefs  of  the  Place, 
And  over-heated  by  the  Morning  Chace, 
Narcijus  on  the  grafly  Verdure  lies: 
But  whilft  within  the  Cryftal  Fount  he  tries  C 

To  quench  his  Heat,  he  feels  new  Heat  ariie.  > 

For  as  his  own  bright  Image  he  furvey'd, 
He  fell  in  Love  with  the  fantaflick  Shade  ;- 
And  o'er  the  fair  Refemblance  hung  unmov'd, 
Nor  knew,  fond  Youth  !  it  was  himfelf  he  lov'd. 
The  well-turn'd  Neck  and  Shoulders  he  defcries,- 
The  fpacious  Forehead,  and  the  fparkling  Eyesr 
The  Hands  that  Bacchus  might  not  fcorn  to  ihow, 
And  Hair  that  round  Apollo s  Head  might  flow  5 
With  all  the  Purple  Youthfulnefs  of  Face, 
That  gently  blufhes  in  the  wat'ry  Glafs. 
By  his  own  Flames  confum'd  the  Lover  lies, 
And  gives  himfelf  the  Wound  by  which  he  dies, 
To  the  cold  Water  oft  he  joins  his  Lips, 
Gft  catching  at  the  beauteous  Shade  he  dips  C 

His  Arms,  as  often  from  himfelf  he  flips.  S 

Nor  knows  he  who  it  is  his  Arms  purfue 
With  eager  Clafps,  but  loves  he  knows  not  who. 

What  could,  fond  Youth,  this  helplefs  Paffion  move? 
,  What  kindled  in  thee  this  unpity'd  Love  ? 

H4  Tkj 
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Thy  own  warm  Blulh  within  the  Water  glows, 
With  thee  the  colour'd  Shadow  comes  and  goes, 
Its  empty  Being  on  thy  felf  relies; 
S:ep  thou  afide,  and  the  frail  Charmer  dies. 

Still  o'er  the  Fountain's  watVy  Gleam  he  flood, 
Mindlefs  of  Sleep,  and  negligent  of  Food  ; 
Still  view'd  his  Face,  and  languifh'd  as  he  viewed. 
At  length  he  rais'd  his  Head,  and  thus  began 
To  vent  his  Griefs,  and  tell  the  Woods  his  Pain. 
*\  You  Trees,  fays  he,  and  thou  furrounding  Grove, 
"  Who  oft  have  been  the  kindly  Scenes  of  Love, 
"  Tell  me,  if  e'er  within  your  Shades  did  lift 
•*  A  Youth  fo  tortur'd,  fo  perplex'd  as  I  ? 
'*  I,  who  before  me  fee  the  charming  Fair, 
*«  Whilft  there  he  Hands,  and  yet  he  ftands  not  there  t 
"  In  fuch  a  Maze  of  Love  my  Thoughts  are  loft : 
"  And  yet  no  Bulwark'd  Town,  nor  diftant  Coaft> 
"  Preferves  the  beauteous  Youth  from  being  feen, 
««  No  Mountains  rile,  nor  Oceans  flow  between. 
*'  A  mallow  Water  hinders  my  Embrace;  I 
«'  And  yet  the  lovely  Mimick  wears  a  Face 
*'  That  kindly  fmiles,  and  when  I  bend  to  join 
*'  My  Lips  to  his,  he  fondly  bends  to  mine. 
"  Hear,  gentle  Youth,  and  pity  my  Complaint, 
'■  Come  from  thy  Well,  thou  Fair  Inhabitant. 
•*  My  Charms  an  eafy  Conquefl  have  obtain'd 
fi  O  er  other  Hearts,  by  Thee  alone  difdain'd. 
«<  But  why  mould  I  defpair?  I'm  fure  He  burnsj 
•'  With  equal  Flames,  and  languifhesby  turns. 
*'  When-e'er  I  ftoop,  he  offers  at  a  Kifs, 
*'_  And  when  my  Arms  I  ftretch,  he  ftretch.es  his. 

"  His 
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"  His  Eyes  with  Pleafure  on  my  Face  he  keeps, 
w  He  fmiles  my  Smiles,  and  when  I  weep  he  weeps. 
* '  When  e'er  I  fpeak,  his  moving  Lips  appear 
"  To  utter  fomething,  which  I  cannot  hear,  i 
"  Ah  wretched  me !  I  now  begin  too  late 
IP  To  find  out  all  the  Iong-perplex'd  Deceit;  i 
«'  It  is  my  felf  I  love,  my  felf  I  fee; 
"  The  gay  Delufion  is  a  Part  of  me. 
f  I  kindle  up  the  Fires  by  which  I  burn, 
1  And  my  own  Beauties  from  the  Well  return. 
"  Whom  mould  I  Court  ?  how  utter  my  Complaint  ?  ^  - 

■  Enjoyment  but  produces  my  Reftraint,  P* 
f  And  too  much  Plenty  makes  me  die  for  Want»  ^ 
I  How  gladly  would  I  from  my  felf  remove  ! 

I  And  at  a  diflance  fet  the  Thing  I  love. 

P  My  Breaft  is  warm'd  with  fuch  unufual  Fire, 

■  *'  I  wiih  him  abfent  whom  I  moll  defire. 

"  And  now  I  faint  with  Grief;  my  Fate  draws  nigh  3 

!•  In  all  the  Pride  of  blooming  Youth  I  die. 

1  Death  will  the  Sorrows  of  my  Heart  relieve» 

I  Oh  might  the  Vifionary'<  Youth  furvive, 
!  "  I  mould  with  Joy  my  lateft  Breath  refiga! 

"  But  oh  !  I  fee  his  Fate  involved  in  mine. 
This  {aid,  the  weeping  Youth  again  return'd 

To  the  clear  Fountain,  where  again  he  burn'd; 

His  Tears  defac'd  the  Surface  of  the  Well, 

With  Circle  after  Circle,  as  they  fell : 

And  now  the  lovely  Face  but  half  appears, 

O'er-run  with  Wrinkles,  and  deform'd  with  "Pears, 
!  "  Ah  whither,  cries  Narcijjlis,  doft  [thou  fly  ? 

J  Let  me  fiiii  feed  the  Flame  by  which  I  die  j 

H  5;  «  Lee 
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"  Let  me  ftill  fee,  tho'  I'm  no  further  bleft. 
Then  rends  his  Garment  off,  and  beats  his  Breaft ; 
Kis  naked  Bofom  redden'd  with  the  Blow, 
In  fuch  a  Blufh  as  purple  Clutters  mow, 
Ere  yet  the  Sun's  Autumnal  Heats  refine 
Their  fprightly  Juice,  and  mellow  it  to  Wine» 
The  glowing  Beauties  of  his  Breaft  he  fpies, 
And  with  a  new  redoubled  Paflion  dies. 
As  Wax  diftblves,  as  Ice  begins  to  run, 
And  trickle  into  Drops  before  the  Sun ; 
So  melts  the  Youth,  and  languilhes  away, 
His  Beauty  withers,  and  his  Limbs  decay  ; 
And  none  of  thofe  attractive  Charms  remai», 
To  which  the  flighted  Echo  fu'd  in  vain. 

She  faw  him  in  his  prefent  Mifery, 
Whom,  fpight  of  all  her  Wrongs,  me  griev'd  to  fee 
She  anfwer'd  fadly  to  the  Lover's  Moan, 
Sigh'd  back  his  Sighs,  and  groan'd  to  ev'ry  Groan: 
"Ah  Youth  !  belov'd  in  vain,  Narcijfits  cries ; 
«*  Ah  Youth !  belov'd  in  vain,  the  Nymph  replies. 
«*  Farewel,  fays  he ;  the  parting  Sound  fcarce  fell 
From  his  faint  Lips,  but  ihe  repiy'd,  "  Farewel. 
Then  on  th'  unwholfome  Earth  he  gafping  lies, 
Till.  Death  {huts  up  thofe  felf  admiring  Eyes. 
Toy the  cold  Shades  his  flitting  Ghoft  retires, 
Arid  in  the  Stygian  Waves  it  felf  admires. 

For  him  the  Naiads  and  the  Dryads  mourn, 
Whom  the  fad  Echo  anfwers  in  her  turn ; 
And  now  the  Sifter-Nymphs  prepare  his  Urn: 
When,  losking  for  his  Corps,  they  only  found 
A  rifing  Stalk,  with  yellow  BkuToms  crown'd. 

im 
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7%e  Story  0/ Pentheus. 

This  fad  Event  gave  blind  Tirejlas  Fame, 
Through  Greece  eftabliftVd  in  a  Prophet's  Name. 

Th'  unhallow'd  Pentheus  only  durft  deride 
The  cheated  People,  and  their  Eyelefs  Guide. 
To  whom  the  Prophet  in  his  Fury  faid, 
Shaking  the  hoary  Honours  of  his  Head  ; 
"  'Twerewell,  prefumptuous  Man/t were  well  for  thes 
*'  If  thou  wert  Eyelefs  too,  and  blind,  like  me: 
"  For  the  Time  comes,  nay,  'tis  already  here, 
"  When  the  young  God's  Solemnities  appear: 
r  Which,  if  thou  doit  not  with  jufl  Rites  adorn, 
;'  Thy  impious  Carcafs,  into  Pieces  torn, 
•"  Shall  ftrew  the  Woods,  and  hang  on  ev'ry  Thorn 
8<  Then,  then,  remember  what  I  now  foretel, 
?**  And  own  the  blind  Tirejias  faw  too  well. 

Still  Pentheus  fcorns  him,  and  derides  his  Skill ; 
But  Time  did  all  the  Prophet's  Threats  fulfil. 
For  now  through  proftrate  Greece  young  Bacchus  rodg3 
Whilft  howling  Matrons  celebrate  the  God  : 
All  Ranks  and  Sexes  to  his  Orgies  ran, 
To  mingle  in  the  Pomps,  and  fill  the  Train. 
When  Pentheus  thus  his  wicked  Rage  exprefs'd  ; 
ct  What  Madnefs,  Tkebans,  has  your  Souls  pofTefs'd  ? 
"  Can  hollow  Timbrels,  can  a  drunken  Shoat, 
"  And  the  lewd  Clamours  of  a  beaftly  Rout, 
"  Thus  quell  your  Courage?  Can  the  weak  Alarm 
*'  Of  Womens  Yells  thofe  ilubborn  Souls  difarm, 

"  Whom 
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"  Whom  nor  the  Sword  nor  Trumpet  e'er  could  fright, 

"  Nor  the  loud  Din  and  Horror  of  a  Fight? 

"  And  you,  our  Sires,  who  left  your  old  Abodes, 

"  And  hx'd  in  foreign  Earth  your  Country  Gods» 

*'  Will  you  without  a  Stroke  your  City  yield, 

"  And  poorly  quit  an  undifputed  Field? 

"  But  you,  whofe  Youth  and  Vigour  fhould  infpire 

"  Heroick  Warmth,  and  kindle  Martial  Fire, 

"  Whom  burnifh'd  Arms  and  crefted  Helmets  grace, 

"  Not  flow'ry  Garlands  and  a  painted  Face  ; 

's  Remember  him  to  whom  you  Hand  ally'd  : 

"  The  Serpent  for  his  Well  of,  Waters  dy'd. 

"  He  fought  the  Strong,  do  you  his  Courage  mow, 

%t  And  gain  a  Conqueft  o'er  a  Feeble  Foe. 

"  If  Thebes  mull  fall,  oh  might  the  Fates  afford 

'•"'  A  nobler  Doom  from  Famine,  Fire,  or  Sword. 

"  Then  might  the  Thebans  perifh  with  Renown  : 

"  But  now  a  beardlefs  Victor  facks  the  Town; 

s<  Whom  nor  the  prancing  Steed,   nor  pond'rous  Shield,, 

"  Nor  the  hack'd  Helmet,  nor  the  dully  Field, 

"  But  the  foft  Joys  of  Luxury  and  Eafe, 

"  The  purple  Veils,  and  flow'ry  Garlands  pleafe. 

"  Stand  then  afide,  I'll  make  the  Counterfeit 

* '  Renounce  his  God-head,  and  confefs  the  Cheat. 

"  Acrijius  from  the  Grecian  Walls  repell'd 

"  This  boafled  PowV :  why  then  fhould  Pentheus  yield  I 

"  Go  quickly  drag  th'  Impoftor  Boy  to  Mej 

"  I'll  try  the  Force  of  his  Divinity. 

Thus  did  th'  audacious  Wretch  thofe  Rites  profane ; 

His  Friends  diflaade  th' audacious  Wretch  in  [vain  : 
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In  vain  his  Grandfire  urg'd  him  to  give  o'er 

His  impious  Threats ;  the  Wretch  but  raves  the  more. 

So  have  I  feen  a  River  gently  glide, 
In  a  fmooth  Courfe,  and  inoffenfrve  Tide; 
But  if  with  Dams  its  Current  we  reftrain, 
It  bears  down  all,  and  Foams  along  the  Plain. 
.  But  now  his  Servants  came  befmear'd  with  Bloody 
Sent  by  their  haughty  Prince  to  feize  the  God ; 
jThe  God  they  found  not  in  the  frantick  Throng, 
But  drag'd  a  zealous  Votary  along. 

the  Mariners  transformed  to  Dolphins, 

;    Him  Pentheus  viewM  with  Fury  in  his  Look, 

And  fcarce  with-held  his  Hands,  whilft  thus  he  fpoke: 

"  Vile  Slave  !  whom  fpeedy  Vengeance  fhall  purfue, 

1  And  terrify  thy  bafe  feditious  Crew  : 

"  Thy  Country  and  thy  Parentage  reveal, 

I  And  why  thou  join'ft  in  thefe  mad  Orgies,  teifc 

The  Captive  views  him  with  undaunted  Eyes, 
And,  arni'd  with  inward  Innocence,  replies. 

"  From  high  Meonia\  rocky  Shores  I  came, 
I  Of  poor  Pefcent,  Accetes  is  my  Name  : 
W  My  Sire  was  meanly  born :  no  Oxen  plow'd 
I  His  fruitful  Fields,  nor  in  his  Paftures  low'd. 
"  His  whole  Eftate  within  the  Waters  lay  ; 
I  With  Lines  and  Hooks  he  caught  the  finny  Pre* 
1  His  Art  was  all  his  Livelihood  \  which  he 
M  Thus  with  his  dying  Lips  bequeath'd  to  rae  : 

"  IB 
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"'  In  Streams,  my  Boy,  and  Rivers  take  thy  Chance ;    I 

'*  There  fwims,  faid  he,  thy  whole  Inheritance. 

'*  Long  did  1  live  on  this  poor  Legacy  ; 

«'  'Till  tir'd  with  Rocks,  and  my  old  native  Sky, 

<«  To  Arts  of  Navigation  I  inclin'd  i 

"  Obferv'd  the  Turns  and  Changes  of  the  Wind» 

'*  Learn' d  the  fit  Havens,  and  began  to  note. 

w  The  ftormy  Hyades,  the  rainy  Goat, 

94  The  bright  Taygete,  and  the  mining  Bears, 

•'  With  all  the  Sailor's  Catalogue  of  Stars. 

•'  Once,  as  by  chance  for  Deles  I  defign'd5 

"  My  Vcffel,  driv'n  by  a  ftrong  Guft  of  Wind, 

Si  Moor'd  in  a  Chian  Creek ;  a-fliore  I  went, 

"  And  all  the  following  Night  in  Chios  {pent. 

u  When  Morning  rofe,  I  fent  my  Mates  to  bring 

**  Supplies   of  Water  from  a  neighb'ring  Spring, 

'*  Whilft  I  the  Motion  of  the  Winds  explor'd  ; 

**  Then  fummon'd  in  my  Crew,  and  went  aboard, 

*4  Opbeltes  heard  my  Summons,  and  with  Joy 

6i  Brought  to  the  Shore  a  foft  and  lovely  Boy, 

"  With  more  than  Female  Sweetnefs  in  his  Look; 

**■  Whom  flraggling  in  the  neighb'ring  Fields  he  took 

61  With  Fumes  of  Wine  the  little  Captive  glows, 

st  And  nods  with  Sleep,  and  daggers  as  he  goes. 

"  I  view'd  him  nicely,  and  began  to  trace 
8i  Each  heav'nly  Feature,  each  immortal  Grace9 
*'  And  faw  Divinity  in  all-  his  Face, 
*'  I  know  not  who,  faid  I,  this  God  mould  be; 
6S  Bat  that  he  is  a  God  I  plainly  fee: 
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:<  And  Thou,  whoe'er  thou  art,  excufe  the  Force 

"  Thefe  Men  have  us'drand  oh  befriend  our  Courfe! 

I  Pray  not  for  us,  the  nimble  Diilys  cry'd, 

B  DiBysy  that  could  the  Main- top  Maft  beftride, 

"  And  down  the  Ropes  with  attive  Vigour  Aide. 

I  To  the  fame  Purpofe  old  Epopeus  fpoke, 

I  Who  over-look'd  the  Oars,  and  tim'd  the  Stroke  5 

I  The  fame  the  Pilot,  and  the  fame  the  reft ; 

**  Such  impious  Avarice  their  Souls  poiTeft. 

r  Nay,  Heav'n  forbid  that  I  mould  bear  away 

n  Within  my  VefFel  fo  divine  a  Prey, 

r  Said  I;  and  flood  to  hinder  their  Intent:  ] 

I  When  Lycabas,  a  Wretch  for  Murder  font 

"  From  Tufiany,  to  faffer  Banilhment*  I 

I  With  his  clench'd  Fift  had  (truck  me  over- board, 

I  Had  not  my  Hands  in  falling  grafp'd  a  Cord. 

"  His  bafe  Confederates  the  Fact  approve ; 
f  When  Bacchus,  (for  'twas  he)  begun  to  move, 
I  Wak'd  by  the  Noife  and  Clamours  which  they  rais'd 
*r  And  ftiook  his  drowfie  Limbs,  and  round  him  gaz'd : 
I  What  means  this  Noife  ?  he  cries  ;  am  I  betray 'd? 
**■  Ah,  whither,  whither  muft  I  be  convey'd  ? 
I  Fear  not,  faid  Proreus,  Child,  but  tell  us  where 
■'*  You  wifli  to  land,  and  truft  our  friendly  Care. 
I  To  Naxos  then  dirett  your  Courfe,  faid  he ; 
W  Naxos  a  hofpitable  Port  (hall  be 
H  To  each  of  you,  a  joyful  Home  to  me. 
"  By  ev'ry  God,  that  rules  the  Sea  or  Sky, 
"  The  perjur'd  Villains  promife  to  comply, 
,s  And  bid  me  haflen  to  unmoor  the  Ship. 
ts_  With  eager  Joy  I  launch  into  the  Deep; 

"  And 
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'*  And,  heedlefs  of  the  Fraud,  for  Naxos  Hand. 

r<  They  whifper  oft,  and  beckon  with  the  Hand, 

**  And  give  me  Signs,  all  anxious  for  their  Prey, 

«*  To  tack  about,  and  fleer  another  Way. 

«'  Then  let  fome  other  to  my  Poll  fucceed, 

**  Said  I,  I'm  guiltlefs  of  fo  foul  a  Deed. 

•'  What,  fays  Ethalion,  mull  the  Ship's  whole  Cresv 

"  Follow  your  Humour,  and  depend  on  you? 

"  And  ftrait  himfelf  he  feated  at  the  Prore, 

<l  And  tack'd  about,  and  fought  another  Shore. 

"  The  beauteous  Youth  now  found  himfelf  betray  'dj 
«  And  from  the  Deck  the  rifing  Waves  furvey1 
**  And  feem'd  to  weep,  and  as  he  wept  he  faid 
«■•  And  do  you  thus  my  eafy  Faith  beguile  ? 
**  Thus  do  you  bear  me  to  my  native  Me  ? 
«  Will  fuch  a  Multitude  of  Men  employ 
«'  Their  Strength  againfl  a  weak  defencelefs  Boy  ? 

"  In  vain  did  I  the  God-like  Youth  deplore, 
"  The  more  I  begg'd,  they  thwarted  me  the  more* 
'*  And  now  by  all  the  Gods  in  Heav'n  that  hear 
t(  This  folemn  Oath,  by  Bacchus'  felf,  I  fwear,  . 
<«  The  mighty  Miracle- that  did  enfue, 
«'  Although  it  feems  beyond  Belief,  is  true. 
**  The  Veffel,  hx'd  and  rooted  in  the  Flood 5, 
"  Unmoved  by  all  the  beating  Billows  itocd. 
•(  In  vain  the  Mariners  would  plow  the  Main 
i^  With  Sails  unfurPd,  and  llrike  their  Oars  in  vain  i 
"  Around  their  Oars  a  twining  Ivy  cleaves, 
"  And  climbs  the  Mall,  and  hides  the  Cords  in  Leaves : 
"  The  Sails  are  cover'd  with  a  chearful  Green, 
*s  And  Berries  in  the  fruitful  Canvafs  feen. 
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Amidft  the  Waves  a  fudden  Foreft  rears 
Its  verdant  Head,  and  a  new  Spring  appears. 
"  The  God  we  now  behold  with  open'd  Eyes; 
A  Herd  of  fpotted  Panthers  round  him  lies 
In  glaring  Forms ;  the  grapy  Clutters  fpread 
On  his  fair  Brows,  and  dangle  on  his  Head. 
And  whilft  he  frowns,  and  brandilhes  his  Spear, 
My  Mates  furpriz'd  with  Madnefs  or  with  Fear, 
Leap'd  over  board ;  firft  perjur'd  Madon  found 
Rough  Scales  and  Fins  his  ftifTning  Sides  furround  j 

J*  Ah  what,  cries  one,  has  thus  transform'd  thy  Look? 

'■'  Strait  his  own  Mouth  grew  wider  as  he  fpoke ; 

'•'  And  now  himfelf  he  views  with  like  Surprize. 

I  Still  at  his  Oar  th'  indubious  Libys  plies ; 

I  But,  as  he  plies,  each  bufy  Arm  fhrinks  in,. 

I  And  by  degrees  is  fafhion'd  to  a  Fin. 

I  Another,  as  he  catches  at  a  Cord, 

I  MifTes  his  Arms,  and,  tumbling  over-board,  ^ 

\  With  his  broad  Fins  and  forky  Tail  he  laves 

*  The  rifmg  Surge,  and  flounces  in  the  Waves. 

:*  Thus  all  my  Crew  tranform'd  around  the  Ship, 

I  Or  dive  below,  or  on  the  Surface  leap, 

r  And  fpout  the  Waves,  and  wanton  in  the  Deep. 

'  Full  nineteen  Sailors  did  the  Ship  convey, 

f  A  Shole  of  nineteen  Dolphins  round  her  play. 

'  I  only  in  my  proper  Shape  appear, 

I  Speechlefs  with  Wonder,  and  half  dead  with  Fear, 

'Till  Baccbus  kindly  bid  me  fear  no  more. 
'  With  him  I  landed  on  the  €hian  Shore, 
1  And  him  mail  ever  gratefully  adore. 

"  This  forging  Slave,  fays  Pentheus,  would  prevail 

*  ©'er  our  juft  Fury  by  a  far-fetch'd  Tale : 

«  Go* 
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"  Go,  let  him  feel  the  Whips,  the  Swords,  the  Fire,. 

*•  And  in  the  Tortures  of  the  Rack  expire. 

Th*  officious  Servants  hurry  him  away, 

And  the  poor  Captive  in  a  Dungeon  lay. 

But,  whilfl  the  Whips  and  Tortures  are  prepar'dj, 

The  Gates  fly  open,  of  themfelves  unbarr'd ; 

At  Liberty  th'  unfettered  Captive  Hands, 

And  flings  the  loofen'd  Shackles  from  his  Sands, 

5fbe  Death  of  Pentheu g. 

But  Ventheus,  grown  more  furious  than  before,- 
Refolv'd  to  fend  his  MelTengers  no  more, 
But  went  himfelf  to  the  diftracled  Throng, 
Where  high  Citharon  echoM  with  their  Song. 
And  as  the  fiery  War-horfe  paws  the  Ground, 
And  fnorts  and  trembles  at  the  Trumpet's  Sounds 
Tranfported  thus  he  heard  the  frantick  Rout, 
And  rav'd  and  madden *d  at  the  diftant  Shout» 

A  fpacious  Circuit  on  the  Hill  there  flood, 
Level  and  wide,  and  skirted  round  with  Wood; 
pfere  the  rafh  Pentheus^  with  unhallow'd  Eyes, 
The  howling  Dames  and  myflick  Orgies  fpies. 
His  Mother  flernly  viewed  him  where  he  flood., 
And  kindled  into  Madnefs  as  me  view'd : 
Her  leafy  Jav'lin  at  her  Son  fhe  caft, 
And  cries,  "  The  Boar  that  lays  our  Country  wafte? 
**  The  Boar,  my  Sifters !  Aim  the  fatal  Dart, 
*'  And  ftrike  the  brindled  Monfler  to  the  Heart. 

Pentbeus  aftonifh'd  heard  the  difmal  Sound, 
And  fees  the  yelling  Matrons  gath'ring  round  i 
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■le  fees,  and  weeps  at  his  approaching  Fate, 

ind  begs  for  Mercy,  and  repents  too  late. 

*  Help  !  help  !  my  Aunt  Autono'i,  he  cry'd ; 

e  Remember,  how  your  own  Att&on  dy'd. 

Deaf  to  his  Cries,  the  frantick  Matron  crops 

Dne  flretch'd-out  Arm,  the  other  I  no  lops. 

[n  vain  does  Pentheus  to  his  Mother  fue, 

And  the  raw  bleeding  Stumps  prefents  to  view: 

His  Mother  howl'd ;  and,  heedlefs  of  his  Pray'r,       _ 

Her  trembling  Hand  me  twilled  in*  his  Hair,  C 

r  And  This,  (he  cry'd,  fhall  be  dgavis  Share,      > 

[When  from  the  Neck  his  ilruggling  Head  the  tore, 

And  in  her  Hands  the  ghaflly  Viiage  bore. 

With  PleafureAll  the  hideous  Trunk  furvey  s 

Then  pull'd  and  tore  the  mangled  Limbs  away, 

As  flatting  in  the  Pangs  of  Death  it  lay. 

Soon  as  the  Wood  its  leafy  Honours  calls, 

Blown  off  and  fcatter'd  by  autumnal  Blafls, 

With  fuch  a  fudden  Death  lay  Pentheus  (lain,. 

And  in  a  thoufand  Pieces  flrow'd  the  Plain.. 

By  fo  diftinguilhing  a  Judgment  aw'd, 
The  Tbebans  tremble,  and  confefs  the  God. 

the  End  of  the  fhird.  Boot 
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the  Story  o/Alcithge  and  her  Sifters! 

By  Mr.  Eussen. 

E  T  itill  Akithoe  perverfe  remains, 
And  Bacchus  Hill,  and  all  his  Rites,  dis- 
dains. 
Toorafh,  and  madly  bold,  {he  bids  him 
prove 

|  JHimfelf  a  <5od,  nor  owns  the  Son  of  Jovg. 
!Ker  Sifters  too  unanimous  agree, 
Faithful  Afibciates  in  Impiety. 

Be  this  a  folemn  Feaft,  the  Prieft  had  faid; 
Be,  with  each  Miftrefs,  unemployed  each  Maid. 
With  Skins  of  Beafts  your  tender  Limbs  enclofe, 
And  with  an  Ivy- Crown  adorn  your  Brows,     ,, 

The 
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The  leafy  Thyrfus  high  in  Triumph  bear, 
And  give  ycur  Locks  to  wanton  in  the  Air. 

Thefe  Rites  profan'd,  the  holy  Seer  forefhow'd 
A  mourning  People,  and  a  vengeful  God. 

Matrons  and  pious  Wives  Obedience  fhow, 
Diflaffs,  and  Wooll,  half  fpun,  away  they  throw: 
Then  Incenfe  burn,  and,  Bmccbus,  thee  adore. 
Or  lov'ft  thou  Nyfeus,  or  Lyams  more  ? 
O  !  doubly  got,  0 1  doubly  born,  they  fung, 
Thou  mighty  Bromius,  hail,  from  Light'ning  fprung  ! 
Hail,  Thyon,   E/eleus  !  each  Name  is  thine : 
Or,  liften  Parent  of  the  genial  Vine  ! 
iacchus  I  Evan  !  loudly  they  repeat, 
And  not  one  Grecian  Attribute  forget, 
Which  to  thy  Praife,  Great  Deity,  belong, 
Styl'd  juftly  Liber  in  the  Roman  Song. 
Eternity  of  Youth  is  thine  I  enjoy 
Years  roul'd  on  Years,  yet  ftill  a  blooming  Boy. 
In  Heav'n  thou  Ihinll  with  a  fuperior  Grace ; 
Conceal  thy  Horns,  and  'tis  a  Virgin's  Face. 
Thou  taught'fl  the  tawny  Indian  to  obey, 
And  Ganges,  fmoothly  flowing,  own'd  thy  Sway. 
Lycurgus,  Pentbeus,  equally  profane, 
By  thy  juft  Vengeance  equally  were  flain. 
By  thee  the  Tufcans,  who  confpir'd  to  keep 
Thee  Captive,  plung'd,  and  cut  with  Finns  the  Deep* 
With  painted  Reins,  all-glitt'ring  from  afar, 
The  fpotted  Lynxes  proudly  draw  thy  Car. 
Around,  the  Baccbce,  and  the  Satyrs  throng; 
Behind,  Siknus,  drunk,  lags  flow  along : 
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On  his  dull  Afs  he  nods  from  Side  to  Side, 
Forbears  to  fall,  yet  half  forgets  to  ride. 
Still  at  thy  near  Approach,  Applaufes  loud 
Are  heard,  with  Yellings  of  the  Female  Crowd. 
Timbrels,  and  Boxen  Pipes,  with  mingled  Cries, 
Swell  up  in  Sounds  confus'd,  and  rend  the  Skies. 
Come,  Bacchus,  come  propitious,  all  implore, 
And  aft  thy  facred  Orgies  o'er  and  o'er. 

But  Milieus'  Daughters,  while  thefe  Rites  were  pay'd, 
At  home,  impertinently  bufie,  ftay'd. 
Their  wicked  Tasks  they  ply  with  various  Art, 
And  thro'  the  Loom  the  Aiding  Shuttle  dart; 
Or  at  the  Fire  to  comb  the  Wooll  they  Hand, 
Or  twirl  the  Spindle  with  a  dext'rous  Hand. 
Guilty  themfelves,  they  force  the  Guiltlefs  in; 
Their   Maids,  who  fhare  the  Labour,  mare  the  Sin. 
At  laft  one  Sifter  cries,  who  nimbly  knew 
To  draw  nice  Threads,  and  wind  the  fineft  Clue, 
While  others  idly  rove,  and  Gods  revere, 
Their  fancy'd  Gods!  they  know  not  who,  or  where; 
Let  us,  whom  Pallas  taught  her  better  Arts, 
Still  working,  cheer  with  mirthful  Chat  our  Hearts. 
And  to  deceive  the  Time,  Jet  me  prevail 
With  each  by  turns  to  tell  fome  antique  Tale. 
She  faid:  her  Sifters  lik'd  the  Humour  well, 
And  fmiling,  bad  her  the  firft  Story  tell. 
But  flie  a-while  profoundly  feem'd  to  mufe, 
Perplex' d  amid  Variety  to  chufe : 
And  knew  not,  whether  fhe  mould  firft  relate 
The  poor  Dircetis,  and  her  wond'rous  Fate. 

Vol.  I.  I  The 
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The  Pahjiines  believe  it  to  a  Man, 

And  (how  the  Lake,  in  which  her  Scales .  began. 

•Or  if  fhe  rather  fhould  the  Daughter  ling, 

Who  in  the  hoary  Verge  of  Life  took  Wing ; 

Who  foar'd  from  Earth,  and  dwelt  in  Tow'rs  on  highs 

And  now  a  Dove  fhe  flits  along  the  Sky. 

Or  how  lewd  Nat's,  when  her  Lull  was  cloy'd, 

To  Fifties  turn'd  the  Youths,  fhe  had  enjoy'd, 

By  pow'rful  Verfe,  and  Kerbs;  Effects  molt  Grange! 

At  laft  the  Changer  fhar'd  her  felf  the  Change. 

Or  how  the  Tree,  which  once  white  Berries  bore, 

Still  crimfon  bears,  fince  flain'd  with  crimfon  Gore. 

The  Tree  was  new;  {ha  likes  it,  and  begins 

To  teli  the  Tale,  and  as  ihe  tells,  me  fpins. 

2 he  Story  o/Pyramus  and  Thisbe 

In  Babylon,  where  firrt  her  Queen,  for  State, 
Rais'd  Wails  of  Brick  magnificently  great, 
Liv'd  Pyramus,  and  Th'tsU,  lovely  Pair!  ^ 

He  found  no  Eaflern  Youth  his  Equal  there,  I 

And  fhe  beyond  the  faireft  Nymph  was  fair.  j 

A  clofer  Neighbourhood  was  never  known, 
Tho'  two  the  Houfes,  yet  the  Roof  was  one. 
Acquaintance  grew,  th'  Acquaintance  they  improve 
To  Friendfhip,  Friendfhip  ripen'd  into  Love  : 
Love  had  been-crown'd,  but  impotently  mad, 
What  Parents  c%uld  not  hinder,  they  forbad. 
For  with  fierce  iFlames  young  Pyramus  flill  burn'd, 
And  grateful  Ifysbe  Flames  as  fierce  return'd. 
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Aloud  in  Words  their  Thoughts  they  dare  not  break, 
But  filent  ftand  ;  and  filent  Looks  can  fpeak. 
The  Fire  of  Love,   the  more  it  is  fuppreft, 
The  more  it  glows,  and  rages  in  the  Breaft. 

When  the  Divifion-Wall  was  built,  a  Chink 
Was  left,  the  Cement  unobferv'd  to  (brink. 
So  flight  the  Cranny,  that  it  flill  had  been 
For  Centuries  unclos'd,  becaufe  unfeen. 
But  oh  !  what  thicg  fo  fmall,  fo  fecret  lies, 
Which  fcapes,  if  form'd  for  Love,  a  Lover's  Eyes? 
Ev'n  in  this  narrow  Chink  they  quickly  found" 
A  friendly  Pahage  for  a  tracklefs  Sound. 
Safely  they  told  their  Sorrows,  and  their  Joys, 
-  In  whifper'd  Murmurs,  and  a  dying  Noife. 
By  turns  to  catch  each  other's  Breath  they  itrove, 
And  fuck'd  in  all  the  balmy  Breeze  of  Love. 
Oft  as  on  diff'rent  Sides  they  Hood,  they  cry'd, 
Malicious  Wall,  thus  Lovers  to  divide! 
Suppofe,  thou  fhould'il  a- while  to  us  give  Place 
To  lock,  and  fallen  in  a  clofe  Embrace : 
But  if  too  much  to  grant  fo  fweet  a  Blifs, 
Indulge  at  lead  the  Pleafure  of  a  ICifs. 
We  fcorn  Ingratitude  :  To  thee,  we  know, 
This  fafe  Conveyance  of  our  Minds  we  owe. 

Thus  they  their  vain  Petition  did  renew 
'Till  Night,  and  then  they  f0%  figh'd  Aiku. 
But  hril  they  ftrove  to  kifs,  and  that  was  all; 
Their  KiiTes  dy'd  untaxed  on  the  Wall. 
Soon  as  the  Morn  had  o'er  the  Stars  prevaiPd, 
And  warm'd  by  Ph(*bus%  Floors  their  Dews  exhal'd, 
1  *  The 
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The  Lovers  to  their  well-known  Place  return, 
Alike  they  fuffer,  and  alike  they  mourn. 
At  laft  their  Parents  they  refolve  to  cheat, 
(If  to  deceive  in  Love  be  caird  Deceit) 
To  Ileal  by  Night  from  home,  and  thence  unknown 
To  feek  the  Fields,  and  quit  th'  unfaithful  Town. 
Bat,  to  prevent  their  wand'ring  in  the  Dark, 
They  both  agree  to  fix  upon  a  Mark ; 
A  Mark,  that  could   not  their  Defigns  expofe : 
The  Tomb  of  Ninus  was  the  Mark  they  chofe. 
There  they  might  reft  fecure  beneath  the  Shade, 
Which  Boughs,  withfnowy  Fruit  encumber'd,  made: 
A  wide-fpread  Mulberry  its  Rife  had  took 
Juft  on  the  Margin  of  a  gurgling  Brook. 
Impatient  for  the  friendly  Dusk  they  flay  ; 
And  chide  the  Slownefs  of  departing  Day; 
In  Weilern  Seas  down  funk  at  laS  the  Light, 
From  Weilern  Seas  up-rofe  the  Shades  of  Night. 
The  loving  Tbisbe  ev'n  prevents  the  Hour, 
With  cautious  Silence  fhe  unlocks  the  Door, 
And  veils  her  Face,  and  marching  thro'  the  Gloom 
Swiftly  arrives  at  th'  Affignation-Tomb. 
For  ftill  the  fearful  Sex  can  fearlefs  prove ; 
Boldly  they  act,  if  fpirited  by  Love. 
When  lo !  a  Lionefs  ruftYd  o'er  the  Plain, 
Grimly  befmear'd  with  Blood  of  Oxen  flain : 
And  what  to  the  dire  Sight  new  Horrors  brought, 
To  flake  her  Thirft  the  neighboring  Spring  fhe  fought. 
Which,  by  the  Moon,  when  trembling  Thisbe  fpies, 
Wing'd  with  her  Fear,  fwift,  as  the  Wind,  fhe  flies; 

And 
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And  in  a  Cave  recovers  from  her  Fright, 

But  drop'd  her  Veil,  confounded  in  her  Flight-. 

When  fated  with  repeated  Draughts,  again 

The  Queen  of  Beafts  fcour'd  back  along  the  Plain, 

She  found  the  Veil,  and  mouthing  it  all  o'er, 

With  bloody  Jaws  the  lifelefs  Prey  me  tore. 

The  Youth,  who  could  not  cheat  his  Guards  fo  foon> 
Late  came,  and  noted  by  the  glimm'ring  Moon 
Some  favage  Feet,  new  printed  on  the  Ground, 
His  Cheeks  turn'd  pale,  his  Limbs  no  Vigour  found : 
But  when,  advancing  on,  the  Veil  he  fpy'd 
Diftain'd  with  Blood,  and  ghaftly  torn,  he  cry'd, 
One  Night  mall  Death  to   two  young  Lovers  give, 
But  me  deferv'd  unnumber'd  Years  to  live  ! 
Tis   I  am  guilty,  I  have  thee  betray'd, 
Who  came  not  early,  as  my  charming  Maid* 
Whatever  ilew  thee,  I  the  Caufe  remain, 
I  nam'd,  and  fix'd  the  Place  where  thou  waft  flain. 
Ye  Lions  from  your  neighb'ring  Dens  repair, 
Pity  the  Wretch,  this  impious  Body  tear  I 
But  Cowards  thus  for  Death  can  idly  cry; 
The  Brave  ftill  have  it  in  their  Pow'r  to  die. 
Then  to  th'  appointed  Tree  he  hades  away, 
The  Veil  firft  gather'd,  tho'  all  rent  it  lay : 
The  Veil  all  rent  yet  ftill  it  felf  endears, 
He  kill,  and  killing,  wafh'd  it  with  his  Tears. 
Tho'  rich  (he  cry'd)  with  many  a  precious  Stain,. 
Still  from  my  Blood  a  deeper  Tincture  gain. 
Then  in  his  Breaft  his  fhining  Sword  he  drown'd, 
And  fell  fupine,  extended  on  the  Ground. 

I  3  As 
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As  out  again  the  Blade  he  dying  drew, 

Out  fpun  the  Blood,  and  flreaming  upwards  flew. 

So  if  a  Conduit-pipe  e'er  burft  you  faw, 

Swift  fpring  the  gnfhing  Waters  thro'  the  Flaw :  * 

Then  fpouting  in  a  Bow,  they  rife  on  high, 

And  a  new  Fountain  plays  amid  the  Sky. 

The  Berries,  ftain'd  with  Blood,  began  to  mow 

A  dark  Complexion,  and  forgot  their  Snow ; 

While  fattened  with  the  flowing  Gore,  the  Root 

Was  doom'd  for  ever  to  a  purple  Fruit. 

Mean  time  poor  Thishe  fear'd,  fo  long  me  flay'd, 
Her  Lover  might  fufpedl  a  perjar'd  Maid, 
Her  Fright  fcarce  o'er,  ihe  flrove  the  Youth  to  find 
With  ardent  Eyes,  which  fpoke  an  ardent  Mind. 
Already  in  his  Arms,  ihe  hears  him  iigh 
At  her  Deilruclion,  .which  was  once  fo  nigh. 
The  Tomb,  the  Tree,  but  not  the  Fruit  Ihe  knew, 
The  Fruit  -fhe  doubted  for  its  alter'd   Hue* 
Still  as  ihe  doubts,  her  Eyes  a  Body  found 
Quiv'ring  in  Death,  and  gafping  on  the  Ground. 
She  flaried  back,  the  Red  her  Cheeks  forfook, 
And  e^ry  Nerve  with  thrilling  Horrors  ffiook. 
So  trembles  the  fmooth  Surface  of  the  Seas, 
If  brufh'd  o'er  gently  with  a  rifing  Breeze. 
But  when  her  View  her  bleeding  Love  confeft, 
She  fhriek'd,  fhe  tore  her  Hair,  fhe  beat  her  Breaft. 
She  rais'd  the  Body,  and  embrac'd  it  round, 
And  bath'd  with  Tears  unfeign'd  the  gaping  Wound. 
Then  her  warm  Lips  to  the  cold  Face  apply 'd, 
And  is  it  thus,  ah!  thus  we  meet?  fhe  cry'd ! 
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My  Py ramus!  whence  fprung  thy  cruel  Fate? 

My  Py  ramus! ah!  fpeak,  ere  'tis  too  late, 

I,  thy  own  Tbishe,  but  one  Word  implore, 
One  Word  thy  Tbisbe  never  ask'd  before. 
At  Thisbe's  Name,  awak'd,  he  open'd  wide 
His  dying  Eyes;  with  dying  Eyes  he  try'd 
On  her  to  dwell,  but  cios'd  them  flow,  and  dy'd. 

The  fatal  Caufe  was  now  at  laft  explor'd, 
Her  Veil  fhe  knew,  and  faw  his  meathlefs  Sword: 
From  thy  own  Hand  thy  Rain  thou  had  found, 
She  (aid,  but  Love  firft  taught  that  Hand  to  wound» 
Ev'n  I  for  thee  as  bold  a  Hand  can  (how, 
And  Love,  which  fnali  as  true  direct  the  Blow. 
I  will  againft  the  Woman's  Weaknefs  iirive, 
And  never  thee,  lamented  Youth,  furvive. 
The  World  may  fay,  I  caus'd,  alas !  thy  Death, 
But  faw  thee  breathlefs,  and  re%n'd  my  Breath. 
Fate,  tho'  it  conquers,  maM  no  Triumph  gain, 
Fate,  that  divides  us,  ftill  divides  in  vain. 

Now,  both  our  cruel  Parents,  hear  my  Pray'r; 
My  Pray'r  to  offer  for  us  both  I  dare ; 
Oh !  fee  our  Ames  in  one  Urn  confin'd, 
Whom  Love  at  firft,  and  Fate  at  laft  has  join'd. 
The  Blifs,  you  envy'd,  is  not  our  Requeft. ; 
Lovers,  when  dead,  may  fure  together  reft. 
Thou,  Tree,  where  now  one  lifelefs  Lump  is  laid, 
I  Ere- long  o'er  two  fhak  call  a  friendly  Shade. 
Still  let  our  Loves  from  thee  be  underilood, 
Still  witnefs  in  thy  purple  Fruit  our  Blood. 
She  fpoke,  and  in  her  Bofom  piung'd  the  Sword, 
All  warm  and  reeking  from  its  flaughter'd  Lord. 

I  d.  The 
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The  Pray'r,  which  dying  Tbisbe  had  prefer'd, 
Both  Gods,  and  Parents,  with  Companion  heard. 
The  Whitenefs  of  the  Mulberry  foon  fled, 
Andrip'ning,  fadden'd  in  a  dusky  Red: 
While  both  their  Parents  their  loft  Children  mourn, 
And  mix  their  Afhes  in  one  golden  Urn. 

Thus  did  the  melancholy  Tale  conclude, 
And  a  mort,  filent  Interval  enfu'd. 
The  next  in  Birth  unloos'd  her  artful  Tongue, 
And  drew  attentive  all  the  Sifter-Throng., 

the  Story  a/Leucothoe  and  the  Sun. 

The  Sun,  the  Source  of  Light,  by  Beauty's  Pow'r 
Once  am'rous  grew;  then  hear  the  Sun's  Amour. 
Venus  and  Mars,  with  his  far  piercing  Eyes, 
This  God  firft  fpy'd ;  this  God  firft  all  things  fpies. 
Stung  at  the  Sight,  and  fwift  on  Mifchief  bent, 
To  haughty  Juno's  ftupelefs  Son  he  went : 
The  Goddefs,  and  her  God  Gallant  betray'd, 
And  told  the  Cuckold,  where  their  Pranks  were  play'd. 
Poor  Vulcan  foon  defir'd  to  hear  no  more, 
He  drop'd  his  Hammer,  and  he  fhook  all  o'er  : 
Then  Courage  takes,  and  full  of  vengeful  Ire 
He  heaves  the  Bellows,  and  blows  fierce  the  Fire: 
From  liquid  Brafs,  tho'  fure,  yet  fubtile  Snares 
He  forms,  and  next  a  wond'rous  Net  prepares, 
Drawn  with  fuch  curious  Art,  fo  nicely  fly, 
Unfeen  the  Mafhes  cheat  the  fearching  Eye. 
Not  half  fo  thin  their  Webs  the  Spiders  weave, 
Which  the  molt  wary,  buzzingTrey  deceive. 

Thefe 
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Thefe  Chains,  obedient  to  the  Touch,  he  fpread 
In  fecret  Foldings  o'er  the  confcious  Bed: 
The  confcious  Bed  again  was  quickly  preft 
By  the  fond  Pair,  in  lavvlefs  Raptures  bleft. 
Mars  wonder'd  at  his  Cythereas  Charms, 
More  faft  than  ever  lock'd  wichin  her  Anns. 
While  Vulcan  th*  Iv'ry  Doors  unbarr'd  with  Care, 
Then  call'd  the  Gods  to  view  the  fportive  Pair: 
The  Gods  throng'd  in,  and  faw  in  open  Day, 
Where  Mars,  and  Beauty's  Queen,  all  naked,  lay. 
O  !  fhameful  Sight,  if  fhameful  that  we  name,  O 

Which  Gods  with  Envy  vievv'd,  and  could  not  blame  >Y 
But,  for  the  Pleafure,  wim'd  to  bear  the  Shame. 
Each  Deity,  with  Laughter  tir'd,  departs, 
Yet  all  flill  laugh1  d  at  Vulcan  in  their  Hearts. 

Thro'  Heav'n  the  News  of  this  Surprizal  run, 
Jkt  Venus  did  not  thus  forget  the  Sun. 
He,  who  ftorn  Tranfports  idly  had  betray'd, 
By  a  Betrayer  was  in  kind  repay'd. 
What  now  avails,  great  God,  thy  piercing  Blaze, 
That  Youth,  and  Beauty,  and  thofe  golden  Rays  ? 
Thou,  who  can'ft  warm  this  Univerfe  alone, 
Feel'Il  now  a  Warmth  more  pow'rful  than  thy  own  : 
And  thofe  bright  Eyes,  which  all  things  mould  furvey, 
Know  not  from  fair  Leucethoe  to  flray. 
The  Lamp  of  Light,  for  human  Good  defign'd, 
Is  to  one  Virgin  niggardly  confin'd. 
Sometimes  too  early  rife  thy  Eaftern  Beams, 
Sometimes  too  late  they  fet  in  Weilern  Streams : 
'Tis  then  her  Beauty  thy  fwift  Courfe  delays, 
And  gives  to  Winter  Skies  long  Summer  Days. 

I  5  Now 
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Now  in  thy  Face  thy  love-fick  Mind  appears, 
And  ipreads  thro'  impious  Nations  empty  Fears : 
For  when  thy  beamlefs  Head  is  wrapt  in  Night, 
Poor  Mortals  tremble  in  defpair  of  Light. 
'Tis  not  the  Moon,  that  o'er  thee  cafts  a  Veil, 
Tis  Love  alone,  which  makes  thy  Looks  fo  pale. 
Leucothoe  is  grown  thy  only  Care, 
Not  Phaeton  %  fair  Mother  now  is  fair. 
The  youthful  Rhodes  moves  no  tender  Thought, 
And  beauteous  Per/a  is  at  laft  forgot. 
Fond  Clytie,  fcorn'd,  yet  lov'd,  and  fought  thy  Bed,. 
Ev'n  then  thy  Heart  for  other  Virgins  bled. 
Leucothoe  has  all  thy  Soul  poffeft, 
And  chas'd  each  rival  Pafiion  from  thy  Brealh 
To  this  bright  Nymph  Eurynome  gave  Birth 
In  the  bleft  Confines  of  the  fpicy  Earth. 
Excelling  others,  me  herfelf  beheld 
By  her  own  blooming  Daughter  far  excell'd. 

The  Sire  was  Orchamus,  whofe  vail  Command,. 

The  Sev'nth  fiom  Be!us>  rul'd  the  Perfian  Land* 
Deep  in  cool  Vales,  beneath  th'  Eefperian  Sky., 

For  the  Sun's  fiery  Steeds  the  Paftures  lie. 

Jmbrofia  there  they  eat,  and  thence  they  gain 

New  Vigour,  and  their  daily  Toils  fuftain. 

While  thus  on-  heav'nly  Food  the  Courfers  fed, 

And  Night,  around,  her  gloomy  Empire  fpreads. 

The  God  affum'd  the  Mother's  Shape  and  Air, 

And  pafs'd,  unheeded,  to  his  darling  Fair. 

Clofe  by  a  Lamp,  with  Maids  encompafs'd  round, 

The  Royal  Spi lifter  full-employed  he  found: 

The» 
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Then  cry'd,  A-while  from  Work,  my  Daughter,  frit 
And,  like  a  Mother,  fcarce  her  Lips  he  preir. 

Servants  retire! nor  Secrets  dare  to  hear, 

Intrufled  only  to  a  Daughter's  Ear. 
They  fwift  obey'd :  not  one,  fufpicious,  thought 
The  Secret,  which  their  Miftrefs  would  be  taught. 
Then  he :  Since  now  no  WitnefTes  are  near, 
Behold  !  the  God,  who  guides  the  various  Year  ! 
The  World's  vaft  Eye,  of  Light  the  Source  ierene, 
Who  all  things  fees,  by  whom  are  all  things  feen. 
Believe  me,  Nymph!  (for  I  the  Truth  have  fhow'd) 
Thy  Charms  have  Pow'r  to  charm  fo  great  a  God. 
Confus'd,  (he  heard  him  his  foft  Pafiion  tell, 
And  on  the  Floor,  untwirl'd,  the  Spindl#  fell : 
Still  from  the  iweet  Confufion  fome  new  Grace 
Blufh'd  out  by  itealth,  and  languiih'd  in  her  Face. 
The  Lover,  now  inflam'd,  himfelf  put  on, 
And  ouc  at  once  the  God,  all  radiant,  lhone. 
The  Virgin  ilartled  at  his  alter'd  Form, 
Too  weak  to  bear  a  God's  impetuous  Storm ; 
No  more  againfc  the  daziing  Youth  me  flrove, 
But  filent  yielded,  gnd  indulg'd  his  Love. 

This  Clytie  knew,  and  knew  ihe  was  undone, 
Whofe  Soul  was  hx'd,  and  doated  on  the  Sun, 
She  rag'd  to  think  on  her  neglected  Charms, 
And  Phczhus  panting  in  another's  Arms. 
With  envious  Mad  nets  fir'd,  me  flies  in  hafte, 
And  tells  the  King,  his  Daughter  was  uncharte/ 
The  King,  incens'd  to  hear  his  Honour  ftainU, 
No  more  the  Father  nor  the  Man  retain'd,- 
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In  vain  fhe  flretch'd  her  Arms,  and  turn'd  her  Eyes 

To  her  lov'd  God,  th'  Enlightner  of  the  Skies. 

In  vain  fhe  own'd  it  was  a  Crime,  yet  flill 

It  was  a  Crime  not  afted  by  her  Will. 

The  brutal  Sire  flood  deaf  to  evVy  Pray'r, 

And  deep  in  Earth  entomb'd  alive  the  Fair. 

What  Pbcsbus  could  do,  was  by  Phasbus  done : 

Full  on  her  Grave  with  pointed  Beams  he  fhone : 

To  pointed  Beams  the  gaping  Earth  gave  way ;  ^ 

Had  the  Nymph  Eyes,  her  Eyes  had  feen  the  Day,    > 

But  lifelefs  now,  yet  lovely  flill,  fhe  lay.  J 

Not  more  the  God  wept,  when  the  World  was  nVd, 

And  in  the  Wreck  his  blooming  Boy  expir'd. 

The  vital  Flame  he  flrives  to  light  again, 

And  warm  the  frozen  Blood  in  ev'ry  Vein  : 

But  fince  refifllefs  Fates  deny'd  that  PowV, 

On  the  cold  Nymph  he  rain'd  a  Nectar  fhow'r. 

Ah !  undeferving  thus  (he  faid)  to  die, 

Yet  flill  in  Odours  thou  fhalt  reach  the  Sky. 

The  Body  foon  diffolv'd,  and  all  around 

Perfum'd  with  heav'nlyFragrancies  the  Ground. 

A  Sacrifice  for  Gods  up-rofe  from  thence, 

A  fweet,  delightful  Tree  of  Frankincenfe. 

the  transformation  of  Clytie, 

Tho'  guilty  Clytie  thus  the  Sun  betray'd, 
By  too  much  Paffion  fhe  was  guilty  made. 
Excefs  of  Love  begot  Excefs  of  Grief, 
Grief  fondly  bad  her  hence  to  hope  Relief. 

But 
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But  angry  Phoehus  hears,  unmov'd,  her  Sighs, 

And  fcornful  from  her  loath' d  Embraces  flies. 

All  Day,  all  Night,  in  tracklefs  Wilds,  alone 

She  pin'd,  and  taught  the  lifTning  Rocks  her  Moan, 

On  the  bare  Earth  me  lies,  her  Bofom  bare, 

Loofe  her  Attire,  difheverd  is  her  Hair. 

Nine  times  the  Morn  unbarr'd  the  Gates  of  Light, 

As  oft  were  fpread  th'  alternate  Shades  of  Night, 

So  long  no  Suftenance  the  Mourner  knew, 

Unlefs  fhe  drunk  her  Tears,  or  fuck'd  the  Dew. 

Sheturn'd  about,  but  rofe  not  from  the  Ground, 

Turn'd  to  the  Sun,  flill  as  he  roul'd  his  Round : 

On  his  bright  Face  hung  her  defiring  Eyes, 

'Till  hVd  to  Earth,  fhe  ftrove  in  vain  to  rife.. 

Her  Looks  their  Palenefs  in  a  Flow'r  retair/d,* 

But  here,  and  there,  fome  purple  Streaks  they  gain'd, 

Still  the  lov'd  Object  the  fond  Leafs  purfue, 

Still  move  their  Root,  the  moving  Sun  to  view, 

And  in  the  Heliotrope  the  Nymph  is  true. 

The  Sifters  heard  thefe  Wonders  with  Surprife* 
But  part  receiv'd  them  as  Romantick  Lyes  5 
And  pertly  rally 'd,  that  they  could  not  fee 
rn  Pow'rs  Divine  fo  vaft  an  Energy. 
Part  own'd,  true  Gods  fuch  Miracles  might  do, 
But  own'd  not  Bacchus  one  among  the  True. 
At  laft  a  common,  juft  Requefl  they  make, 
And  beg  Alcithdt  her  Turn  to  take. 
I  will  (me  faid)  and  pleafe  you,  if  I  can. 
Then  (hot  her  Shuttle  fwift,  and  thus  began. 

The  Fate  of  Daphnis  is  a  Fate  too  known, 
Whom  an  enamour'd  Nymph  transformed  to  Stone, 

Be- 
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Becaufe  Ihe  fear'd  another  Nymph  might  fee 
The  lovely  Youth,  and  love  as  much  as  me: 
So  ftrange  the  Madnefs  is  of  Jealoufie! 
Nor  (Kail  I  tell,  what  Changes  Scytbon  made, 
.And  how  he  walk'd  a  Man,  or  tripp'd  a  Maid. 
Ycu  too  would  peevifh  frown,  and  Patience  want 
To  hear,  how  Celmis  grew  an  Adamant. 
He  once  was  dear  to  Jove,  and  faw  of  old 
Jove  when  a  Child;  but  what  he  faw,  he  told. 
Crocus,  and  Smilax  may  be  turn'd  to  Flow'rs, 
And  the  Curetes  fpring  from  bounteous  Show'rsj- 
I  pafs  a  hundred  Legends  ftale,  as  thefe, 
And  with  fweet  Novelty  your  Tafte  will  pleafc. 

f£be  Story  of  Salmacis  and  Herma- 

PHRODITUS. 

By    Mr.   Addison. 

How  Salmacis,  with  weak  enfeebling  Streams 
Softens  the  Body,  and  unnerves  the  Limbs, 
And  what  the  fecret  Caufe,  mall  here  be  mown  j 
The  Caufe  is  fecret,  but  th'  Effect  is  known  * 

The  Na'ids  nuril  an  Infant  heretofore, 
That  Cytherea  once  to  Hermes  bore : 
From  both  th'  Uluftrious  Authors  of  his  Race 
The  Child,  was  nam'd;  nor  was  it  hard  to  trace 
Both  the  bright  Parents  thro'  the  Infant's  Face. 
When  fifteen  Years  in  Ida's  cool  Retreat 
The  Boy  had  told,  he  left  his  Native  Seat, 
And  fought  freih  Fountains  in  a  foreign 
The  Pleafure  leiTen'd  the  attending.  Toil. 
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With  eager  Steps  the  Lycian  Fields  he  croft, 
And  Fields  that  border  on  the  Lycian  Coail; 
A  River  here  he  view'd  fo  lovely  bright, 
It  fliew'd  the  Bottom  in  a  fairer  Light, 
Nor  kept  a  Sand  conceal'd  from  Human  fight. 
The  Stream  produced  nor  flimy  Ooze,  nor   Weeds, 
Nor  miry  Rufhes,  nor  the  fpiky   Reeds; 
But  dealt  enriching  Moilture  all  around, 
The  fruitful  Banks  with  chearful  Verdure  crown'd, 
And  kept  the  Spring  Eternal  on  the  Ground. 
A  Nymph  prefides,  not  pra&is'd  in  the  Chace, 
Nor  skilful  at  the  Bow,  nor  at  the  Race ; 
Of  all  the  Blue-ey'd  Daughters  of  the  Main, 
The  only  Stranger  to  Dianas  Train  : 
Her  Sillers  often,  as  'tis  faid,  wou'd  cry, 
I1*  Fie  Salmacis  :  what,  always  idle  !  fie. 
\*  Or  take  thy  Quiver,  or  they  Arrows  feize, 
j"  And  mix  the  Toils  of  Hunting  with  thy  Eafe 
Nor  Quiver  fhe  nor  Arrows  e'er  wou'd  feize, 
Nor  mix  the  Toils  of  Hunting  with  her  Eafe. 
iBut  oft  would  bathe  her  in  the  Cryital  Tide, 
Oft  with  a  Comb  her  dewy  Locks  divide  5 
Now  in  the  limpid  Streams  fhe  views  her  Face* 
f\nd  dreft  her  Image  in  the  floating  Glafs : 
pn  Beds  of  Leaves  fhe  now  repos'd  her  Limbs^ 
Now  gather'd  Flow'rs  that  grew  about  her  Streamy, 
^nd  then  by  chance  was  gathering,  as  ihe  iteod 
To  view  the  Boy,  and  long'd  for  what  fhe  view'd. 
Fain  wou'd  fhe  meet  the  Youth  with  hafty  Feet, , 
She  fain  wou'd  meet  him,  but  refus'd  to  meet 

Pefore 
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Before  her  Looks  were  fet  with  niceft  Care, 

And  well  deferv'd  to  be  reputed  Fair. 

"  Bright  Youth,  fhe  cries,  whom  all  thy  Features  prove 

"  A  God,  and,  if  a  God,  the  God  of  Love; 

*■  But  if  a  Mortal,  bleft  thy  Nurfe's  Breaft, 

"  Bleft  are  thy  Parents,  and  thy  Sifters  bleft: 

«*  But  oh  how  bleft  1  how  more  than  bleft  thy  Bride, 

«*  Ally'd  in  Blifs,  if  any  yet  ally'd. 

(f  Iffo,  let  mine  the  ftoln  Enjoyments  be; 

"  If  not,  behold  a  willing  Bride  in  me, 

The  Boy  knew  nought  of  Love,  and  toucht  with  Shame, 
He  ftrove,  and  blufht,  but  ftill  the  Blufh  became : 
In  rifing  Blufhes  ftill  frefh  Beauties  rofe; 
The  funny  Side  of  Fruit  fuch  Blufhes  mows, 
And  fuch  the  Moon,  when  all  her  Siiver  White- 
Turns  in  Eclipfes  to  a  ruddy  Light. 
The  Nymph  ftill  begs,  if  not  a  nobler  Blifs, 
A  cold  Salute  at  leaft,  a  Sifter's  Kifs : 
And  now  prepares  to  take  the  lovely  Boy 
Between  her  Arms.    He,  innocently  coy, 
Replies,   "  Or  leave  me  to  my  felf  alone, 
"  You  rude  uncivil  Nymph,  or  Til  be  gone. 
"  Fair  Stranger  then,  fays  fhe,  it  mail  be  fo  ; 
And,  for  fhe  fear'd  his  Threats,  fhe  feign 'd  to  go; 
But  hid  within  a  Covert's  neighbouring  Green, 
She  kept  him  ftill  in  fight,  herfelf  unfeen. 
The  Boy  now  fancies  all  the  Danger  o'er, 
And  innocently  fports  about  the  Shore, 
Playful  and  wanton  to  the  Stream  he  trips, 
And  dips  his  Foot,  and  fhivers  as  he  dips. 

The 
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The  Coolnefs  pleas'd  him,  and  with  eager  hafle 
His  airy  Garments  on  the  Banks  he  cafl ; 
His  Godlike  Features,  and  his  Heav'nly  Hue, 
And  all  his  Beauties  were  expos'd  to  View. 
His  Naked  Limbs  the  Nymph  with  Rapture  fpies,    y 
While  hotter  Paffions  in  her  Bofom  rife,  £» 

Flulh  in  her  Cheeks,  and  fparkle  in  her  Eyes.  ■* 

She  longs,  me  burns  to  clafp  him  in  her  Arms, 
And  looks,  and  fighs,  and  kindles  at  his  Charms. 

Now  all  undrefl  upon  the  Banks  he  flood, 
And  clapt  his  Sides,  and  leapt  into  the  Flood : 
His  lovely  Limbs  the  Silver  Waves  divide, 
His  Limbs  appear  more  lovely  through  the  Tide  ; 
As  Lillies  ihut  within  a  Cryflal  Cafe, 
Receive  a  glofTy  Luflre  from  the  Glafs. 
He's  mine,  he's  all  my  own,  the  Naid  cries, 
And  flings  off  all,  and  after   him  fhe  flies. 
And  now  fhe  fattens  on  him  as  he  fwims, 
And  holds  him  clofe,  and  wraps  about  his  Limbs* 
The  more  the  Boy  refilled,  and  was  coy, 
The  more  fhe  dipt,  and  kill  the  flrugling  Boy. 
So  when  the  wrigling  Snake  is  fnatcht  on  high 
In  Eagle's  Claws,  and  hiiTes  in  the  Sky, 
Around  the  Foe  his  twirling  Tail  he  flings, 
And  twills  her  Legs,  and  wriths  about  her  Wings, 

The  refllefs  Boy  flill  obftinately  flrove 
To  free  himfelf,  and  flill  refus'd  her  Love. 
Amidft  his  Limbs  fhe  kept  her  Limbs  intwin'd,         ^ 
v  And  why,  coy  Youth,  fhe  cries,  why  thus  unkind  ?  > 
"  Oh  may  the  Gods  thus  keep  us  ever  join'd'.         i 

"  Oh 
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"  Oh  wiay  we  never,  never,  never  part  again! 
So  pray 'd  the  Nymph,  nor  did  ihe  pray  in  vain: 
For  now  flie  finds  him,  as  his  Limbs  Ihe  preft, 
Grow  nearer  ftill,  and  nearer  to  her  Breaft; 
'Till,  piercing  each  the  other's  Fleih,  they  run 
Together,  and  incorporate  in  One : 
Lafi  in  one  Face  are  both  their  Faces  join'd,  -> 

As  when  the  Stock  and  grafted  Twig  combin'd       £■ 
Shoot  up  the  fame,  and  wear  a  common  Rind :  3 

Eoth  Bodies  in  a  fmgle  Body  mix, 
A  iingle  Body  with  a  double  Sex. 

The  Boy,  thus  loft  in  Woman,  now  furvey'd 
The  River's  guilty  Stream,  and  thus  he  prayvd. 
(Hepray'd,  but  wonder'd  at  his  fofter  Tone, 
Surpriz'd  to  hear  a  Voice  but  half  his  own.) 
You  Parent-Gods,  whofe  Heav'nly  Names  I  bear, 
Hear  your  Hermaphrodite,  and  grant  my  Pray'r  ; 
Oh  grant,  that  whomfoe'er  thefe  Streams  contain,     * 
If  Man  he  enter'd,  he  may  rife  again  C 

Supple,  unfinew'd,  and  but  half  a  Man!  J 

The  Heav'nly  Parents  anfwer'd,  from  on  high, 
Their  two-  fhap'd  Son,  the  double  Votary; 
Then  gave  a  fecret  Virtue  to  the  Flood, 
And  ting'd  its  Source  to  make  his  Wifhes  good. 

Continue!  by  Mr.  E  u  s  d  e  n. 

Alcithoe   and  her  Sifters  transformed 
to  Bats. 

But  Mineui  Daughters  flill  their  Tasks  purfue, 
To  Wickednefs  moft  obftinately  true  s 

At: 
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At  Bacchus  ftill  they  laugh}  when  all  around, 
Unfeen,  the  Timbrels  hoarfe  were  heard  to  found. 
Saffron  and  Myrrh  their  fragrant  Odours  ftied, 
And  now  the  prefent  Deity  they  dread. 
Strange  to  relate!  Here  Ivy  firfl  was  Teen, 
Along  the  Diftaff  crept  the  wond'rous  Green. 
Then  fudden-fpringing  Vines  began  to  bloom, 
And  the  foft  Tendrils  curl'd  around  the  Loom  i 
While  purple  Clutters,  dangling  from  on  high,, 
Ting'd  the   wrought  Purple  with  a  fecond  Dye. 

Now  from  the  Skies  was  (hot  a  doubtful  Light, 
The  Day  declining  to  the  Bounds  of  Night. 
The  Fabrick's  firm  Foundations  lhake  all  o'er, 
Falfe  Tigers  rage,  and  figured  Lions  roar. 
Torches,  aloft,  feem  blazing  in  the  Air, 
And  angry  Flames  of  red  Light'nings  glare. 
To  dark  ReceiTes,  the  dire  Sight  to  fhun, 
Swift  the  pale  Sifters  in  Confufion  run. 
Their  Arms  were  loft  in  Pinions,  as  they  fled, 
And  fubtle  Films  each  flender  Limb  o'er-fpread. 
Their  aiter'd  Forms  their  Senfes  foon  reveal  d  j 
I  Their  Forms,  how  aiter'd,  Darknefs  lliSl  conceal'd. 
Clofe  to  the  Roof  each,  wond'ring,  upwards  fpri&gg. 
Born  on  unknown,  tranfparent,  plumelefs  Wings. 
They  ftrove  for  Words;  their  little  Bodies  found 
No  Words,  but  murmur' d  in  a  fainting  Sound. 
In  Towns,  not  Woods,  the  footy  Batts  delight, 
And,  never,  'till  the  Dusk,  begin  their  Flight ;] 
!  'Till  Vefper  rifes  with  his  Ev'ning  Flame ; 
From  whom  the  Romans  have  deriv'd  their  Name. 
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the    transformation  of  I  n  o   and  Mel  i-| 
ce  r  ta  to  Sea-Gods. 

The  Pow'r  of  Bacchus  now  o'er  Thebes  had  flown:     | 
With  awful  Rev'rence  foon  the  God  they  own. 
Proud  Ino  all  around  the  Wonder  tells, 
And  on  her  Nephew  Deity  ftiil  dwells. 
Of  num'rous  Sifters,  (he  alone  yet  knew 
No  Grief,  but  Grief,  which  me  from  Sillers  drew. 

Imperial  Juno  faw  her  with  Difdain 
Vain  in  her  Offspring,  in  her  Confort  vain, 
Who  rul'd  the  trembling  Thehans  with  a  Nod, 
But  faw  her  vaineft  in  her  Fofter-God. 
Could  then  ((he  cry'd)  a  Baftard  Boy  have  PowV 
To  make  a  Mother  her  own  Son  devour  ? 
Could  he  the  Tufcan  Crew  to  Fifties  change, 
And  now  three  Sillers  damn  to  Forms  (o  firange  t 

Yet  ihall  the  Wife  of  Jove  find  no  Relief? 

Shall  flie,  ftill  unreveng'd,  difdofc  her  Grief? 

Have  I  the  mighty  Freedom  to  complain  ? 

Is  that  my  PowV  ?  Is  that  to  eafe  my  Pain  ? 

A  Foe  has  taught  me  Vengeance;  and  who  ought 

To  fcorn  that  Vengeance,  which  a  Foe  has  taught? 

What  fure  Deftrudtion  frantick  Rage  can  throw, 

The  gaping  Wounds  of  flaughter'd  Pentheus  mow. 

Why  mould  not  Ino,  ftVd  with  Madnefs,  ftray, 

Like  her  mad  Sifters  her  own  Kindred  flay  ? 

Why,  fhe  not  follow,  where  they  lead  th©  Way  ? 
Bown  a  fteep,  yawning  Cave,  where  Yews  difplay'd; 

In  Arches  meet,  and  lend  a  baleful  Shade, 

Thro' 
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Fhro*  filent  Labyrinths  a  PafTage  lies 

Te  mournful  Regions,  and  infernal  Skies. 

Here  Styx  exhales  its  noifome  Clouds,  and  here, 

The  fun'ral  Rites  once  paid,  all  Souls  appear. 

Stiff  Cold,  and  Horror  with  a  ghaftly  Face 

And  (taring  Eyes,  infeft  the  dreary  Place. 

jhofts,  new-arriv'd,  and  Strangers  to  thefe  Plains, 

Know  not  the  Palace  where  grim  Pluto  reigns. 

They  journey  doubtful,  nor  the  Road  can  tell, 

Which  leads  to  the  Metropolis  of  Hell. 

A  thoufand  Avenues  thofe  Tow'rs  command, 

A  thoufand  Gates  for  ever  open  Hand. 

As  all  the  Rivers,  difembogu'd,  find  Room 

For  all  their  Waters  in  old  Ocean's  Womb  : 

So  this  vaft  City, Worlds  of  Shades  receive?, 

And  Space  for  Millions  dill  of  Worlds  fhe  leaves. 

Th'  unbody'd  Spectres  freely  rove,  and  fhow 

Whatever  they  lov'd  on  Earth,  they  love  below. 

The  Lawyers  ftill,  or  Right,  or  Wrong,  fupport, 

The  Courtiers  fmoothly  glide  to  Pluto's  Court, 

Still  airy  Heroes  Thoughts  of  Glory  fire,  _ 

Still  the  dead  Poet  firings  his  deathlefs  Lyre,  C 

And  Lovers  ftill  with  fancy'd  Darts  expire.  3 

The  Queen  of  Heaven,  to  gratify  her  Hate, 
And  footh  immortal  Wrath,  forgets  her  State. 
Down  from  the  Realms  of  Day,  to  Realms  of  Night, 
The  Goddefs  fwift  precipitates  her  Flight. 
At  Hell  arriv'd,  the  Noife  Hell's  Porter  heard, 
Th'  enormous  Dog  his  triple  Head  up-rear 'd: 

Thrice 
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Thrice  from  three  grizly  Throats  he  howl'd  profound, 
Then  fuppliant  couclfd,  and  flretch'd  along  the  Ground 
The  trembling  Threshold,   which  Saturnia  preft, 
The  Weight  of  fuch  Divinity  confeit. 

Before  a  lofty,  adamantine  Gate, 
Which  clos'd  a  Tow'r  of  Brafs,  the  Furies  fate: 
Mir-lhapen  Forms,  tremendous  to  the  Sight, 
Th'  implacable  foul  Daughters  of  the  Night. 
A  founding  Whip  each  bloody  Sifter  makes, 
Or  from  her  TrefTes  combs  the  curling  Snakes. 
But  now  great  Junos  Majefty  was  known; 
Thro'  the  thick  Gloom,  all  heav'nly  bright,  (he  fhone 
The  hideous  Monilers  their  Obedience  fhow'd, 
And  riiing  from  their  Seats,  fubmiffive  bow'd. 

This  is  the  Place  of  Woe,  here  groan  the  Dead ; 
Huge  Tityus  o'er  nine  Acres  here  is  fpread. 
Fruitful  for  Pain  th1  immortal  Liver  breeds, 
Still  grows,  and  Hill  th'  infatiate  Vulture  feeds. 
Poor  Tantalus  to  tafte  the  Water  tries^ 
But  from  his  L'ps  the  faithlefs  Water  flies : 
Then  thinks  the  bending  Tree  he  can  command, 
The  Tree  flarts  backwards,  and  eludes  his  Hand. 
The  Labour  too  of  Sijypbus  is  vain, 
Up  the  fteep  Mount  he  heaves  the  Stone  with  Pain, 
Down  from  the  Summet  rouls  the  Stone  again. 
The  Belides  their  leaky  VefTels  Hill 
Are  ever  rilling,  and  yet  never  fill : 
DoonVd  to  this  Punifhment  for  Blood  they  fhed, 
For  Bridegrooms  flaughter'd  in  the  Bridal  Bed. 

Stretch'dj 
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Stretch'd  on  the  rolling  Wheel  Ixion  lies ; 

Himfelf  he  follows,  and  himfelf  he  flies. 

Ixion,  tortur'd,  Juno  fternly  ey'd, 

Then  turn'd,  and  toiling  Si£xpbus  efpy'd : 

And  why  ({he  faid)  fo  wretched  is  the  Fate 

Of  him,  whofe  Brother  proudly  reigns  in  State  > 

Yet  Hill  my  Altars  unador'd  have  been 

By  Athamas,  and  his  prefumptuous  Queen. 

What  caus'd  her  Hate,  the  Goddefs  thus  confeit, 
'What  caus'd  her  Journey  now  was  more  than  guefl. 
'That  Hate,  reientlefs,  its  Revenge  did  want, 
And  that  Revenge  the  Furies  foon  could  grant : 
I  They  could  the  Glory  of  proud  Thebes  efface, 
And  hide  in  Ruin  the  Cadm'e'an  Race. 
For  this  (he  largely  promifes,  entreats, 
[And  to  Intreaties  adds  Imperial  Threats. 

Then  fell  Tifipbonl  with  Rage  was   flung, 
And  from  her  Mouth  th'  untwifted  Serpents  flung. 
>To  gain  this  trifling  Boon,  there  is  no  need 
;{She  cry'd)  in  formal  Speeches  to  proceed. 
:  Whatever  thou  command' ft  to  do,  is  done  ; 
•.Believe  it  fmirh'd,  tho'  not  yet  begun. 
1  But  from  thefe  melancholy  Seats  repair 
I  To  happier  Manfions,  and  to  purer  Air. 
!  She  fpoke  :  The  Goddefs,  darting  upwards,  flies, 
'  And  joyous  re-afcends  her  native  Skies : 
■!  Nor  enter'd  there,  till  'round  her  Iris  threw, 
Ambrofial  Sweet?,  and  pour'd  Celeftial  Dew. 

The  faithful  Fury,  guiltlefs  of  Delays, 
>  With  cruel  Halle  the  dire  Command  obeys. 


Girt 
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Girt  in  a  bloody  Gown,  a  Torch  (he  fhakes, 

And  round  her  Neck  twines  fpeckled  Wreaths  of  Snakeg 

Fear,  and  Difmay,  and  agonizing  Pain, 

With  frantick  Rage,  compleat  her  lovelefs  Train. 

To  Thebes  her  Flight  lhe  fped,  and  Hell  forfook ; 

At  her  Approach  the  Theban  Turrets  fhook  : 

The  Sun  lhrunk  back,  thick  Clouds  the  Day  o'er-calr 

And  fpringing  Greens  were  wither'd  as  lhe  paft. 

Now,  difmal  Yellings  heard,  ftrange  Spectres  feen, 
Confound  as  much  the  Monarch  as  the  Queen. 
In  vain  to  qu;t  the  Palace  they  prepaid, 
Tifiphone  was  there,  and  kept  the  Ward. 
She  wide  extended  her  unfriendly  Arms, 
And  all  the  Fury  laviflVd  all  her  Harms. 
Part  of  her  TrefTes  loudly   hifs,  and  part 
Spread  Poifon,  as  their  forky  Tongues  they  dart. 
Then  from  her  middle  Locks  two  Snakes  lhe  drew, 
Whofe  Merit  from  fuperior  Mifchief  grew : 
Th'  envenom'd  Ruin  thrown  with  fpiteful  Care, 
Clung  to  the  Bofoms  of  the  haplefs  Pair. 
The  haplefs  Pair  foon  with  wild  Thoughts  were  fir'd. 
And  Madnefs  by  a  thoufand  ways  infpiYd. 
»Tis  true,  th'  unwounded  Body  Hill  was  found, 
But  'twas  the  Soul  which  felt  the  deadly  Wound. 
Nor  did  th'  unfated  Monfter  here  give  o'er, 
But  dealt  of  Plagues  a  frelh,  unnumber'd  Store. 
Each  baneful  Juice  too  well  lhe  underftood, 
Foam,  churn'd  by  Cerberus,  and  Hydra's  Blood. 
Hot  Hemlock,  and  cold  Aconite  ihe  chofe, 
Delighted  in  Variety  of  Woes. 

Whatever 
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Whatever  can  untune  th'  harmonious  Soul, 
And  its  mild,  reas'ning  Faculties  controul, 
Give  falfe  Ideas,  raife  Defires  profane, 
And  whirl  in  Eddies  the  tumultuous  Brain, 
Mix'd  with  curs'd  Art,  me  direfully  around 
Thro'  all  their  Nerves  diffus'd  the  fad  Compound. 
Then  tofs'd  her  Torek  in  Circles  ftill  the  fame, 
Jmprov'd  their  Rage,  and  added  Flame  to  Flame. 
The  grinning  Fury  her  own  Conqueft  fpy'd,  -y 

And  to  her  rueful  Shades  return'd  with  Pride,  > 

And  threw  th'  exhaufted,  ufelefs  Snakes  afide.  S 

Now  Athamas  cries  out,  his  Reafon  fled, 
Here,  Fellow- hunters,  let  the  Toils  be  fpread. 
I  faw  a  Lionefs,  in  queft  of  Food, 
With  her  two  Young,  run  roaring  in  this  Wood. 
Again  the  fancy'd  Savages  were  feen, 
As  thro'  his  Palace  ftill  he  chas'd  his  Queen; 
Then  tore  Learchus  from  her  Bread :  The  Child 
Stretch'd  little  Arms,  and  on  its  Father  fmil'd : 
A  Father  now  no  more,  who  now  begun 
Around  his  Head  to  whirl  his  giddy  Son, 
And,  quite  infenfible  to  Nature's  Call, 
The  helplefs  Infant  flung  againfl  the  Wall. 
The  fame  mad  Poifon  in  the  Mother  wrought^ 
Young  Melicerta  in  her  Arms  me  caught, 
And  with  diforder'd  Trefles,  howling*  flfo, 
O !  Bacchus,  Ewe,  Bacchus  !  loud  fhe  cries. 
The  Name  of  Bacchus  Juno  laugh'd  to  hear, 
And  faid,  Thy  Fofler-God  has  coft  thee  dear' 

A  Rock  there  flood,  whofe  Side  the  beating  Waves 
Had  long  confum'd,  and  hollow'd  into  Caves 

ve,i.  K  Thg 
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The  Head  fhot  forwards  in  a  bending  Steep, 
And  caft  a  dreadful  Covert  o'er  the  Deep. 
The  wretched  Ino,  on  Deftruclion  bent, 
Climb'd  up  the  Cliff;  fuch  Strength  her  Fury  lent : 
Thence  with  her  guildefs  Boy,  who  wept  in  vain, 
At  one  bold  Spring  fhe  plung'd  into  the  Main. 

Her  Niece's  Fate  touch'd  Cytbereas  Breaft, 
And  in  foft  Sounds  fhe  Neptune  thus  addrefl. 
Great  God  of  Waters,  vvhofe  extended  Sway 
Is  next  to  his,  whom  Heav'n  and  Earth  obey  : 
Let  not  the  Suit  of  Venus  thee  difpleafe, 
Pity  the  Floaters  on  th'  Ionian  Seas. 
Encreafe  thy  Subject- Gods,  nor  yet  difdah 
To  add  my  Kindred  to  that  glorious  Train. 
If  from  the  Sea  I  may  fuch  Honours  claim, 
If  'tis  Defert,  that  from  the  Sea  I  came, 
As  Grecian  Poets  artfully  have  fung, 
And  in  the  Name  confeft,  from  whence  I  fprung. 

Pleas'd  Neptune  nodded  his  AiTent,  and  free 
Both  fcon  became  from  frail  Mortality. 
He  gave  them  Form,  and  Majefty  Divine, 
And  bad  them  glide  along  the  foamy  Brine. 
For  Me It cert a  is  Palawan  known, 
And  Ino  once,  Lcucothoe  is  grown. 

The  Transformation  of  the  Theban  Mairon$.\ 

The  Tbeban  Matrons  their  lov'd  Queen  purfu'd, 
And  tracing  to  the  Rock,  her  Footfleps  view'd. 
Too  certain  of  her  Fate,  they  rend  the  Skies 
With  piteous  Shriek?,  and  lamentable  Cries. 

AH; 
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All  beat  their  Breads,  and  Juno  all  upbraid, 
Who  Mill  remember'd  a  deluded  Maid : 
Who,  Hill  revengeful  for  one  ftoi'n  Embrace, 
Thus  wreak'd  her  Hate  on  the  Cadmean  Race. 
This  Juno  heard  ;  And  mail  fuch  Elfs,  me  cry'd, 
Difpute  my  Juftice,  or  my  Povv'r  deride  ? 
You  too  fhall  feel  my  Wrath  not  idly  fpent ; 
A  Goddefs  never  for  Infults  was  meant. 

She,  who  lov'd  moll,  and  who  mod  lovM  had  been, 
Said,  Not  the  Waves  fnall  part  me  from  my  Queen. 
^She  drove  to  plunge  into  the  roaring  Flood; 
Fix'd  to  the  Stone,  a  Stone  her  felf  (he  flood. 
This,  on  her  Bread  would  fain  her  Blows  repeat, 
Her  diden'd  Hands  refus'd  her  Bread  to  beat. 
That,  ftretch'd  her  Arms  unto  the  Seas;  in  vain 
Her  Arms  fhe  laboured  to  undretch  again. 
To  tear  her  comely  Locks  another  try'd, 
Both  comely  Locks,  and  Fingers  petrify'd. 
Part  thus  ;  but  Juno  with  a  fofter  Mind 
Part  doom'd  to  mix  among  the  feather'd  Kind. 
Transforms,  the  Name  of  Theban  Birds  they  keep, 
And  skim  the  Surface  of  that  fatal  Deep. 

Cadmus^  $«  Qjj e e n  transformed  to 
Serpents. 

Mean-time,  the  wretched  Cadmus  mourns,  nor  knows 
That  they  who  mortal  fell,  immortal  rofe. 
With  a  long  Series  of  new  Ills  oppred, 
He  droops,  and  all  the  Man  forfakes  his  Bread. 

K  2  Strange 
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:Strange  Prodigies  confound  his  frighted  Eyes; 

Prom  the  fair  City,  which  he  rais'd,  he  flies : 

As  if  Misfortune  not  purfu'd  his  Race, 

But  only  hung  o'er  that  devoted  Place. 

Refolv'd  by  Sea  to  feek  fome  diftant  Land, 

At  laft  he  fafely  gain'd  th'  Illyrian  Strand. 

Chearlefs  himfelf,  his  Confort  ftill  he  chears, 

Hoary,  and  loaden'd  both  with  Woes  and  Years.   , 

Then  to  recount  paft  Sorrows  they  begin, 

And  trace  them  to  the  gloomy  Origin. 

That  Serpent  fure  was  hallow'd,  Cadmus  cry'd, 

Which  once  my  Spear  transfix'd  with  foolifh  Pride ; 

When  the  big  Teeth,  a  Seed  before  unknown,  ~ 

By  me  along  the  wond'ring  Glebe  were  fown,  C 

And  fprouting  Armies  by  themfelves  overthrown.        3 

If  thence  the  Wrath  of  Heav'n  on  me  is  bent, 

May  Heav'n  conclude  it  with  one  fad  Event ; 

To  an  extended  Serpent  change  the  Man: 

And  while  he  fpoke,  the  wifiYd-for  Change  began. 

His  Skin  with  Sea-green  Spots  was  vary'd  'round, 

And  on  Jus  Belly  prone  he  preft  the  Ground. 

He  glittered  foon  with  many  a  golden  Scale,! 

And  his  Ihrunk  Legs  clos'd  in  a  fpiry  Tail. 

Arms  yet  remain'd,  remaining  Arms  he  fpread 

To  his  lov'd  Wife,  and  human  Tears  yet  Hied. 

Gome,  my  Harmonia,  come,  thy  Face"  recline 

Down  to  my  Face;  (till  touch,  what  ftill  is  mine. 

0!  let  thefe  Hands,  while  Hands,  be  gently  preft, 

While  yet  the  Serpent  has  not  all  pofleft. 

I 
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More  he  had  fpoke,  but  ftrove  to  fpeak  in  vain,       ^ 
The  forky  Tongue  refus'd  to  tell  his  Pain,  £ 

And  learn'd  in  Riflings  only  to  complain.  > 

Then  fhriek'd  Harmonia,  Stay,  my  Cadmus,  day, 
Glide  not  in  fuch  a  monftrous  Shape  away ! 
Defiruftion,  like  impetuous  Waves,  rouls  on. 
Where  are  thy  Feet,  thy  Legs,  thy  Shoulders  gone  f 
Chang'd  is  thy  Vifage,  chang'd  is  all  thy  Frames 
Cadmus  is  only  Cadmus  now  in  Name. 
Ye  Gods,  my  Cadmus  to  himfelf  reftore, 
Or  me  like  him  transform ;  I  ask  no  more. 

The  Husband  Serpent  fhow'd  he  ftill  had  Thought, 
With  wonted  Fondnefs  an  Embrace  he  fought ; 
Play'd  'round  her  Neck  in  many  a  harmlefs  Twmy 
And  lick'd  that  Bofom,  which,  a  Man,  he  kill. 
The  Lookers-on  (for  Lookers-on  there  were) 
Shock'd  at  the  Sight,  half  dy'd  away  with  Fear. 
The  Transformation  was  again  renew'd, 
And,  like  the  Husband,  chang'd  the  Wife  they  view'tf" 
Both,  Serpents  now,  with  Fold  involv'd  in  Fold, 
To  the  next  Covert  amicably  roul'd. 
There  curl'd  they  lie,  or  wave  along  the  Greeny         ^ 
Fearlefs  fee  Men,  by  Men  are  fearlefs  feen,  V 

Still  mild,  and  confcious  what  they  once  have  been.    V 

*tht  Story  o/Perseus. 

Yet  tho'  this  harm,  inglorious  Fate  they  found, 
Each  in  the  deathlefs  Grandfon  liv'd  renown'd. 
Thro'  conquer'd  India  B&echus  nobly  rode, 
And  Greece  with  Temples  hail'd  the  conqu'ring  God. 
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In  Argos  only  proud  Acrifius  reign'd, 

Who  all  the  confecrated  Rites  profan'd. 

Audacious  Wretch  !  thus  Bacchus  to  deny, 

And  the  great  Thunderer's  great  Son  defy  \ 

Nor  him  alone :  Thy  Daughter  vainly  ftrove, 

Brave  Perfeus  of  Celeflial  Stem  to  prove, 

And  her  felf  pregnant  by  a  golden  Jove. 

Yet  this  was  true,  and  Truth  in  time  prevails ; 

Acrifius  now  his  Unbelief  bewails. 

His  former  Thought,  an  impious  Thought  he  found9 

And  both  the  Heroe,  and  the  God  were  cwn'd. 

He  faw,  already  one  in  Heav'n  was  plac'd, 

And  one  with  more  than  mortal  Triumphs  grac'd. 

The  Victor  Perfeus  with  the  Gorgon-head, 

O'er  Libyan  Sands  his  airy  Journey  fped. 

The  gory  Drops  difblPd,  as  fwift  he  flew, 

And  from  each  Drop  enVenonVd  Serpents  grew. 

The  Mifchiefs  brooded  on  the  barren  Plains, 

And  Hill  th*  unhappy  Fruitfulnefs  remains. 

Atlas  transformed  to  a  Mountain* 


Thence  Perfeus,  like  a  Cloud,  by  Storms  was  driv'n. 
Thro7  all  th'  Expanfe  beneath  the  Cope  of  Heaven. 
The  jarring  Winds  unable  to  controul, 
He  faw  the  Southern,  and  the  Northern  Pole  : 
And  Eaftward  thrice,  and  Weft  ward  thrice  was  whirPd, 
And  from  the  Skies  furvey'd  the  nether  World. 
But  when  grey  Ev'ning  fhow'd  the  Verge  of  Night, 
He  fear'd  in  Darknefs  to  purfue  his  Flight. 


He 
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He  pois'd  his  Pinions,  and  forgot  to  foar, 
And  linking,  clos'd  them  on  th'  Hefperian  Shore  s 
Then  beg'd  to  reft,  'till  Lucifer  begun 
To  wake  the  Morii,  the  Morn  to  wake  the  Sun, 
Here  Atlas  reign'd,  of  more  than  human  Size, 
And  in  his  Kingdom  the  World's  Limit  lies. 
Here  Titan  bids  his  weary 'd  Courfers  fleep, 
And  cools  the  burning  Axle  in  the  Deep. 
The  mighty  Monarchy  uncontrourd,  alone, 
His  Sceptre  fways :   no  neighb'ring  States  are  known. 
[A  thoufand  Flocks  on  rtiady  Mountains  fed, 
A  thoufand  Herds  o'er  grafly  Plains  were  fpread. 
iHere  wond'rcus  Trees  their  mining  Stores  unfold, 
|  Their  mining  Stores  too  wond'roUs  to  be  told, 
!  Their  Leafs,  their  Branches,  and  their  Apples,  Gold 
Then  Perfius  the  gigantick  Prince  addreft, 
Humbly  implor'd  a  hofpitable  Reft. 
If  bold  Exploits  thy  Admiration  fire, 
He  faid,   I  fancy,  mine  thou  wilt  admire. 
Or  if  the  Glory  of  a  Race  can  move, 
Not  mean  my.  Glory,  for  I  fpring  from  Jove. 
At  this  Confeffion  Atlas  ghaftly  ftar'd, 
Mindful  of  what  an  Oracle  declar'd, 
That  the  dark  Womb  of  Time  conceal'd  a  Day, 
Which  mould,  difclos'd,  the  bloomy  Gold  betray : 
All  mould  at  once  be  raviih'd  from  his  Eyes, 
And  Jove's  own  Progeny  enjoy  the  Prize. 
For  this,  the  Fruit  he  loftily  immur'd, 
And  a  fierce  Dragon  the  ilrait  Pafs  fecur'd. 
For  this,  all  Strangers  he  forbad  to  land, 
-And  drove  them  from  th'  inhofpitable  Strand. 
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To  Perfeus  then  :  Fly  quickly,  fly  this  Coaft, 

Nor  falfly  dare  thy  A&s  and  Race  to  boaft. 

In  vain  the  Heroe  for  one  Night  entreats, 

Threat'ning  he  ftorms,  and  next  adds  Force  to  Threats* 

By  Strength  not  Perfeus  could  himfelf  defend, 

For  who  in  Strength  with  Atlas  could  contend  ? 

But  fince  fhort  Reft  to  me  thou  wilt  not  give, 

A  Gift  of  endlefs  Reft  from  me  receive. . 

He  faid,  and  backward  turn'd,  no  more  conceal'd 

The  Prefent,  and  Medufa's  Head  reveal'd. 

Soon  the  high  Atlas  a.  high  Mountain  flood, 

His  Locks,  and  Beard  became  a  leafy  Wood. 

His  Hands,  and  Shoulders,  into  Ridges  went, 

The  Summit-head  ftill  crown'd  the  fleep  Afcent. 

His  Bones  a  folid,  rocky  Hardnefs  gain'd  : 

He,  thus  immenfely  grown,  (as  Fate  ordain'd) 

The  Stars,  theHeav'ns,  and  all  the  Gods  fuftain'd. 


M     J' 


Andromeda  re/cued  from  the JSea-Monfierl 

Now  Molus  had  with  ftrong  Chains  confin'd, 
And  deep  imprifon'd  ev'ry  bluft'ring  Wind, 
The  riiing  Pbofpher  with  a  purple  Light 
Did  fluggifh  Mortals  to  new  Toils  invite. 
His  Feet  again  the  valiant  Perfeus  plumes, 
And  his  keen  Sabre  in  his  Hand  refumes : 
Then  nobly  fpurns  the  Ground,  and  upwards  fprings,. 
And  cuts  the  liquid  Air  with  founding  Wings. 
O'er  various  Seas,  and  various  Lands  he  pall, 
'Till  JEthiopias  Shore  appeared  at  laft. 

AndrO" 
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!  Andromeda  was  there,  doom'd  to  atone 

I  By  her  own  Ruin  Follies  not  her  own : 
And  if  Injuftice  in  a  God  can  be, 
Such  was  the  Libyan  God's  unjuft  Decree. 
Chain'd  to  a  Rock  me  flood ;  young  Per/eus  ftay'd 

;  His  rapid  Flight,  to  view  the  beauteous  Maid. 
So  fweet  her  Frame,  fo  exquifitely  fine, 
She  feem'd  a  Statue  by  a  Hand  Divine, 

;  Had  not  the  Wind  her  waving  TreiTes  fhow'd, 

i  And  down  her  Cheeks  the  melting  Sorrows  flow'fik 

I  Her  faultlefs  Form  the  Heroe's  Bofom  fires ; 

I  The  more  he  looks,  the  more  he  dill  admires. 

;  Th'  Admirer  almoft  had  forgot  to  fly, 
And  fwift  defcended,  flutt'ring  from  on  high. 
G  !  Virgin,  Worthy  no  fuch  Chains  to  prove, 
But  pleafing  Chains  in  the  foft  Folds  of  Love  i 
Thy  Country,  and  thy  Name  (he  faid)  difclofe,  > 
And  give  a  true  Rehearfal  of  thy  Woes, 

A  quick  Reply  her  Bafhfulnefs  ref:   J, 
To  the  free  Converfe  of  a  Man  unus'd. 
Her  rifing  Blufhes  had  Concealment  found 
From  her  ipread  Hands,  but  that  her  Hands  were  bound*- 
She  acted  to  her  full  Extent  of  Pow'r, 
And  bath'd  her  Face  with  a  frefh,  filent  Show'r. 
But  by  degrees  in  Innocenee  grown  bold, 
Her  Name,  her  Country,  and  her  Birth  fne  told  i : 
And  how  me  fuffer'd  for  her  Mother's  Pride, 
Who  with  the  Nereids  once  in  Beauty  vy'd. 
Part  yet  untold,  the  Seas  began  to  roar, 
And  mounting  Billows  tumbled  to  the  Shore. - 
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Above  the  Waves  a  Monfter  rais'd  his  Head, 
His  Body  o'er  the  Deep  was  widely  fpread : 
Onward  he  flounc'di  aloud  the  Virgin  cries ; 
Each  Parent  to  her  Shrieks  in  Shrieks  replies  r 
But  fhe  had  deepeft  Caufe  to  rend  the  Skies. 
Weeping,  to  her  they  cling  j  no  Sign  appears 
Of  Help,  they  only  lend  their  helplefs  Tears. 
Too  long  you  vent  your  Sorrows,  Perfeus  faid,. 
Short  is  the  Hour,  and  fwift  the  time  of  Aid, 
In  me  the  Son  of  thund'ring  JTove  behold, 
Got  in  a  kindly  Show'r  of  fruitful  Gold. 
Medufas  Snaky  Head  is  now  my  Prey, 
And  thro'  the  Clouds  I  boldly  wing  my  Way, 
If  fuch  Defert  be  worthy  of  Efteem, 
Add,  if  your  Daughter  I  from  Death  redeem, 
Shall  (he  be  mine  ?  Shall  it  not  then  be  thought 
A  Bride,   fo  lovely,  was  too  cheaply   bought  $ 
For  her  my  Arms  I  willingly  employ, 
If  I  miy  Beauties,  which  I  fave,  enjoy. 
The  Parents  eagerly  the  Terms  embrace  : 
For  who  would  flight  fuch  Terms  in  fuch  a  Cafe  % 
>Jor  her  alone  they  promife,  but  befide, 
The  Dowry  of  a  Kingdom  with  the  Bride. 

As  well-riggU  Gallies,  which  Slaves,  fweating,  row, 
With  their  (harp  Beaks  the  whiten'd  Ocean  plough;. 
So  when  the  Monfter  mov'd,  ftill  at  his  Back 
The  furrow'd  Waters  left  a  foamy  Track. 
Now  to  the  Rock  he  was  advanc'd  fo  nigh, 
Whirl'd  from  a  Sling  a  Stone  the  Space  would  fly. 
Then  bounding,  upwards  the  brave  Perfeus  fprung*. 
And  in  mid  Air  on  hovering  Pinions  hung.^ 

Hi* 
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His  Shadow  quickly  floated  on  the  Main; 

The  Monfter  could  not  his  wild  Rage  reftrain, 

But  at  the  floating  Shadow  leap'd  in  vain. 

As  when  Joves  Bird  a  fpeckl'd  Serpent  fpies, 

Which  in  the  Shine  of  Phcebus  basking  lies, 

Unfeen,  he  foufes  down,  and  bears  away, 

Trufs'd  from  behind,  the  vainly- hifling  Prey. 

To  writh  his  Neck  the  Labour  nought  avails, 

Too  deep  th'  imperial  Talons  pierce  his  Scales. 

Thus  the  wing'd  Heroe  now  defcends,  now  foars,  - 

And  at  his  Pleafure  the  vail  Monfter  gores. 

Full  in  his  Back,  fwift-ftooping  from  above, 

The  crooked  Sabre  to  its  Hilt  he  drove. 

The  Moniler  rag'd,  impatient  of  the  Pain, 

Firft  bounded  high,  and  then  funk  low  again. 

Now,  like  a  savage  Boar,  when  chaf'd  with  Woundsj 

And  bay'd  with  opening  Mouths  of  hungry    Hounds*  - 

He  on  the  Foe  turns  with  collected  Might, 

Who  itill  eludes  him  with  an  airy  Flight; 

And  wheeling  round,  the  fcaly  Armour  tries 

Of  his.  thick  Sides ;  his  thinner  Tail  now  plies : 

'Till  from   repeated  Strokes  out-guflYd  a   Flood, 

And  the  Waves  redden'd  with  the  ftreaming  Blood» 

At  lail  the  dropping  Wings,  befoam'd   all  o'er, 

With  flaggy  Heavinefs  their  Mailer  bore  : 

A  Rock  he  ipy'd,  whofe  humble   Head  was  low, 

Bare  at  an  Ebb,  but  cover'd  at  a  Flow. 

A  ridgy  Hold,  he,  thither  flying,  gained, 

And  with  one  Hand  his  bending  Weight  fuflain'ds  • 

With  th'  other,  vig'rous  Blows  he  dealt  around, 

And  the  Home-thruiU  th'  expiring  Moniler  own'd. 

IS* 
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In  deaf  ning  Shouts  the  glad  Applaufes  rife, 
And  Peal  on  Peal  runs  ratling  thro'  the  Skies. 
The  Saviour- Youth  the  Royal  Pair  confefs,  [blefs. 

And  with  heav'd  Hands  their  Daughter's  Bridegroom 
The  beauteous  Bride  moves  on,  now  loos'd  from  Chains, 
The  Caufe,  and  fweet  Reward  of  all  the  Heroe's  Pains* 

Mean-time,  on  Shore  triumphant  Perfeus  flood, 
Andpurgdhis  Hands,  fmear'd  with  the  Monfter's  Blood  i 
Then  in. the  Windings  of  a  fandy  Bed 
Compos'd  Mednfah  execrable  Head. 
But  to  prevent  the  Roughnefs,  Leafs  he  threw, 
.And  young,  green  Twigs,  which  foft  in  Waters  grew,. 
There  foft,  and  full  of  Sap;  but  here,  when  lay'd, 
Touch'd  by  the  Head,  that  Softnefs  foon  decay'd.- 
The  wonted  Flexibility  quite  gone, 
The  tender  Scyons  harden'd  into  Stone. 
Frefh,  juicy   Twigs,  furpriz'd,  the  Nereids  brought, 
Frefh,  juicy  Twigs  the  fame  Contagion  caught. 
The  Nymphs,  the  petrifying  Seeds  fiill  keep, 
And  propagate  the  Wonder  thro'  the  Deep, 
The  pliant  Sprays  of  Coral  yet  declare 
Their  ftifPning  Nature,  when  expos'd  to  Air. 
Thofe  Sprays,  which  did,  like  bending  Ofiers,  move,  y 
Snatch1  d  from  their  Element,  obdurate  prove,  C 

And  Shrubs  beneath  the  Waves,  grow  Stones  above.  3 

The  great  Immortals  grateful  Perfeus  prais'd, 
And  to  three  Pow'rs  three  turfy  Altars  rais'd. 
To  Hermes  this;  and  that  he  did  affign 
To  Pallas:   The  mid  Honours,  Jove,  were  thine* 
He  haftes  for  Pallas  a  white  Cow  to  cull, 
A  Calf  for  Hermes,  but  for  Jove  a  Bull. 

Then 
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Then  feiz'd  the  Prize  of  his  victorious  Fight, 
Andromeda,  and  claim'd  the  Nuptial  Rite. 
Andromeda  alone  he  greatly  fought, 
The  Dowry  Kingdom  was  not  worth  his  Thought. 

Pleas'd  Hymen  now  his  golden  Torch  difplays; 
With  rich  Oblations  fragrant  Altars  blaze, 
Sweet  Wreaths  of  choiceflLFIow'rs  are  hung  on  high, 
,  And  cloudlefs  Pleafure  fmiles  in  ev'ry  Eye. 

•  The  melting  Mufick  melting  Thoughts  infpires, 

i  And  warbling  Songfters  aid  the  warbling  Lyres. 
\  The  Palace  opens  wide  in  pompous  State, 
S  And  by  his  Peers  furrounded,  Cepheus  fate: 
(  A  Feaft  was  fervV,  fit  for  a  King  to  give/ 
I  And  fit  for  God-like  Heroes  to  receive. 

*  The  Banquet  ended,  the  gay,  chearful  Bowl 

1  Mov'd  round,  and  brighten'd,  and.  enlarg'd  each  Soul. 

I  Then  Perfeus  ask'd,  what  Cuftoms  there  obtain'd, 

;  And  by.  what  Laws  the  People  were  refirain'd. 

\  Which  told ;  the  Teller  a  like  Freedom  takes, 

{  And  to  the  Warrior  his  Petition  makes, 

:  To  know,  what  Arts  had  won  Medufas  Snakes. 

I'he  Story  of  Medusa';  Head» 

The  Heroe  with  his  jull  Requeft  complies, 
Shows,  how  a  Vale  beneath  cold  Atlas  lies, 
Where  with  afpiring  Mountains  fenc'd  around, 
He  the  two  Daughters  of  old  Pborcus  found. 
Fate  had  one  common  Eye  to  both  affign'd, 
Each  faw  by  turns,  and  each- by  turns  was  blind, 
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But  while  one  ftrove  to  lend  her  Sifter  Sight,  y 

He  ftretch'd  his  Hand,  and  ftole  their  mutual  Light,  C 

And  left  both  Eyelefs,  both  involv'd  in  Night.  J 

Thro'  devious  Wilds,  and  tracklefs  Woods  he  paft, 

And  at  the  Gorgon-Seals  arriv'd  at  laft: 

But  as  hejourney'd,  penfive  he  furvey'd, 

What  wafteful  Havock  dire  Medufa  made. 

Here,  flood  Hill  breathing  Statues,  Men  before  j 

There,  rampant  Lions  feem'd  in  Stone  to  roar. 

Nor  did  he,  yet  affrighted,  quit  the  Field, 

But  in  the  Mirror  of  his  poliftTd  Shield 

Reflected  faw  Medufa  Slumbers  take, 

And  not  one  Serpent  by  good  chance  awake. 

Then  backward  an  unerring  Blow  he  fped, 

And  from  her  Body  lop'd  at  once  her  Head. 

The  Gore  prolific  prov'd ;  with  fudden  Force 

Sprung  Pegafus,  and  wing'd  his  airy  Courfe. 

The  Heav  n-born  Warrior  faithfully  went  on, 
And  told  the  num'rous  Dangers  which  he  run. 
What  fubjedl  Seas,  what  Lands  he  had  in  view3 
And  nigh  what  Stars  th'  advent'rous  Heroe  flew. 
At  laft  hefilent  fate;  the  lift'ning  Throng 
Sigh'd  at  the  Paufe  of  his  delightful  Tongue. 
Some  beg'd  to  know,  why  this  alone  ihould  wear^ 
Of  all  the  Sifters,  fuch  deftrudive  Hair. 

Great  Perfeus  then  :  With  me  you  fhall  prevail, 
Worth  the  Relation,  to  relate  a  Tale. 
Medufa  once  had  Charms ;  to  gain  her  Love 
A  rival  Crowd  of  envious  Lovers  ftrove. 
They,  who  have  feen  her,  own,  they  ne'er  did  trace 
More  moving  Features  in  a  Tweeter  Face, 
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Ut  above  all,  her  Length  of  Hair,  they  own, 

[n  golden  Ringlets  wav'd,  and  graceful  fhone. 

tier  Neptune  faw,  and  with   fuch  Beauties  hYd, 

Refolv'd  to  compafs,  what  his  Soul  defir'd. 

[n  chafte  Minerva  3  Fane,  he,  luftful,  ftay'd, 

And  feiz'd,  and  rifled  the  young,  blufliing  Maid. 

The  baQiful  Goddefs  turn'd  her  Eyes  away, 

Nor  durft  fuch  bold  Impurity  furvey  ; 

But  on  the  raviftYd  Virgin  Vengeance  takes, 

Her  mining  Hair  is  chang'd  to  hiffing  Snakes, 

Thefe  in  her  JEgis  ?  alias  joys  to  bear :  J 

The  hiffing  Snakes  her  Foes  more  fure  enfnare,        > 

Than  they  did  Lovers  once,  when  mining  Hair.     J 


The  End  of  the  Fourth  Book, 
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Arthur  M a  y  n waring,  Efpr 

The  Story  a/Perseus  continued. 

H  I  L  E   Perfeus  entertain'd  with  this 

Report 
His  Father  Cepheus,  and   the   lifTning. 

Court, 
"Within  the  Palace  Walls  was  heard  aloud 
The  roaring  Noife  of  fome  unruly  Crowd  ; 
Not  like  the  Songs  which  chearful  Friends  prepare 
For  nuptial  Days,  but  Sounds  that  threaten'd  Wars 
And  all  the  Pleafures  of  this  happy  Feaft, 
To  Tumult  turn'd,  in  wild  Diforder  ceas'd : 
So,  when  the  Sea  is  calm,  we  often  find 
A  Storm  rais'd  fudden  by  feme  furious  Wind. 

Chief 
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Chief  in  the  Riot  Phineus  firft  appear'd, 
The  ram  Ringleader  of  this  boift'rousHerd, 
And  brandilhing  his  brazen  pointed  Lance, 
Behold,  he  faid,  an  injured  Man  advance, 
Stung  with  Refentment  for  his  ravifh'd  Wife, 
Nor  mail  thy  Wings,  O  Perfeus,  fave  thy  Life; 
Nor  Jove  himfelf;  tho*  we've  been  often  told 
Who  got  thee  in  the  Form  of  tempting  Gold. 
His  Lance  was  aim'd,  when  Cepheus  ran  and  faid, 
Hold,  Brother,  hold;  what  brutal  Rage  has  made 
Your  frantick  Mind  fo  black  a  Crime  conceive? 
Arethefethe  Thanks  that  you  to  Perfeus  give? 
This  the  Reward  that  to  his  Worth  you  pay, 
Whofe  timely  Valour  fav'd  Andromeda  ? 
Nor  was  it  he,  if  you  would  reafon  right, 
That  forc'd  her  from  you,  but  the  jealous  Spight 
Of  envious  Nereids,  and  Jove's  high  Decree; 
And  that  devouring  Monfler  of  the  Sea, 
That  ready  with  his  Jaws  wide-gaping  flood 
To  eat  my  Child,  the  faireft  of  my  Blood. 
You  loft  her  then,  when  fhe  feem'd  pafl  Relief, 
And  wifh'd  perhaps  her  Death,  to  eafe  your  Grief 
With  my  Afflictions  1  Not  content  to  view 
Andromeda  in  Chains,  unhelp'd  by  you, 
Her  Spoufe,  and  Uncle ;  will  you  grieve  that  h« 
Expos'd  his  Life  the  dying  Maid  to  free  ? 
And  mail  you  claim  his  Merit?  Had  you  thought 
Her  Charms  fo  great,  you  fhou'd  have  bravely  fought 
That  Bleffing  on  the  Rocks,  where  fix'd  ihe  lay : 
But  now  let  Perfeus  bear  his.  Prize  away, 
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By  Service  gain'd,  by  promis'd  Faith  poflefs'd ; 
To  him  I  owe  it,  that  my  Age  is  blefs'd 
Still  with  a  Child :  Nor  think  that  I  prefer 
Perfeus  to  thee,  but  to  the  Lofs  of  her. 

Phineus  on  him,  and  Perfeus,  roul'd  about 
His  Eyes  in  filent  Rage,  and  feem'd  to  doubt 
Which  to  deftroy  j  'till,  refolute  at  length, 
|He  threw  his  Spear  with  the  redoubled  Strength 
IHis  Fury  gave  him,  and  at  Perfeus  flruck  ; 
[But  miffing  Perfeus,  in  his  Seat  it  fluck. 
JWho,  fpringing  nimbly  up,  retum'd  the  Dart, 
(And  almoft  plung'd  it  in  his  Rival's  Heart; 
But  he  for  Safety  to  the  Altar  ran, 
Unfit  Protection  for  fo  vile  a  Man ; 
lYet  was  the  Stroke  not  vain,  as  Rk&tus  found, 
I  Who  in  his  Brow  receiv'd  a  mortal  Wound  ; 
Headlong  he  tumbled,  when  his  Skull  was  broke, 
From  which  his  Friends  the  fatal  Weapon  took, 
While  he  lay  trembling,  and  his  gufhing  Blood 
I  In  crimfon  Streams  around  the  Table  flow'd. 

But  this  provok'd  th'  unruly  Rabble  worfe, 
;They  flung  their  Darts,  and  fome  in  loud  Difcourrc 
I  To  Death  young  Perfeus,  and  the  Monarch  doom  » 
|  But  Cepheus  left  before  the  guilty  Room, 
jWith  Grief  appealing  to  the  Gods  above, 
[Who  Laws  of  Hofpitality  approve, 
iwho  Faith  protect,  and  fuccour  injur'd  Right, 
!  That  he  was  guiltlefs  of  this  barb'rous  Fight. 

Pallas  her  Brother  Perfeus  clofe  attends, 
And  with  her  ample  Shield  from  Harm  defends, 

Raifing 
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Haifing  a  fprightly  Courage  in  his  Heart: 
But  Indian  Athis  took  the  weaker  Part, 
Born  in  the  cryftal  Grottoes  of  the  Sea, 
Litnnate\  Son,  a  Fenny  Nymph,  and  me 
Daughter  of  Ganges ;  Graceful  was  his  Mein, 
His  Perfon  lovely,  and  his  Age  Sixteen. 
His  Habit  made  his  native  Beauty  more; 
A  purple  Mantle  fringe'd  with  Gold  he  wore; 
His  Neck  well-turn'd  with  golden  Chains  was  gracM, 
His  Hair  with  Myrrh  perfum'd,  was  nicely  drefs'd. 
ThoT  with  juft  Aim  he  cou'd  the  Javelin  throw, 
Yet  with  more  Skill  he  drew  the  bending  Bow; 
And  now  wss  drawing  it  with  artful  Hand, 
When  Per/eus  matching  up  a  flaming  Brand, 
Whirld fudden  at  his  Face  the  burning  Wood, 
CruuYd  his  Eyes  in,  and  quench'd  the  Fire  with  Blood 
Thro'  the  foft  Skin  the  fplinter'd  Bones  appear, 
And  fpoil'd  the  Face  that  lately  was  h  fair. 

When  Lycabas  his  Athis  thus  beheld, 
How  was  his  Heart  with  friendly  Horror  fill'd  ? 
A  Youth  fo  neble,  to  his  Soul  fo  dear, 
To  fee  his  fhapelefs  Look,  his  dying  Groans  to  hear! 
He  fnatch'd  the  Bow  the  Eoy  was  us'd  to  bend, 
Andcry'd,  With  me,  falfe  Traytor,  dare  contend  \ 
Boafi  not  a  Conqueft  o'er  a  Gfcild,  but  try 
Thy  Strength  with  me,  who  all  thy  Pow'rs  defy  ; 
Nor  think  fo  mean  an  Aft  a  Vidory.  | 

While  yet  he  fpoke  he  flung  the  whizzing  Dart, 
Which  piere'd  the  plaited  Robe,  but  mifs'd  his  Heart  : 
Per/eus  defy'd,  upon  him  fiercely  prefs'd 
With  Sword  uniheath'd,  and  plung'd  it  inhisBreaft; 

Hi 
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liis  Eyes  o'erwhelm'd  with  Night,  he  {tumbling  falls. 
And  with  his  latcft  Breath  on  At  his  calls; 
Pleas'd  that  fo  near  the  lovely  Youth  he  lies, 
He  finks  his  Head  upon  his  Friend,  and  dies. 

Next  eager  Phorbas,  old  Methiotzs  Son, 
LCame  rufhing  forward  with  Jmpbimedoni 
When  the  fmooth  Pavement,  flippery  made  with  Gore, 
t'Trip'd  up  their  Feet,  and  flung  'em  on  the  Floor ; 
jThe  Sword  of  Perfeus,  who  by  chance  was  nigh, 
(Prevents  their  Rife,  and  where  they  fall,  they  lie  2 
[Full  in  his  Ribs  Amphimedon  he  fmote, 
(And  then  ftuck  fiery  Phorbas  in  the  Throat. 
\Murjthus  lifting  up  his  Ax,  the  Blow 
[Was  thus  prevented  by  his  nimble  Foe; 
A  golden  Cup  he  feizes,  high  emboli, 
|And  at  his  Head  the  mafly  Goblet  toft*. 
[It  hits,  and  from  his  Forehead  bruis'd  rebounds, 
And  Blood,  and  Brains  he  vomits  from  his  Wounds  1 
1  With  his  ilain  Fellows  on  the  Floor  he  lies, 
And  Death  for  ever  ihuts  his  fwimraing  Eyes. 
Then  Polydamon  fell,  a  Goddsfs-born  ; 
I  Phlsgias,  and  Elycen  with  Locks  unfhorn 
jNext  follow'd ;  next,  the  Stroke  of  Death  he  gave 
To  Clytus,  Abanis,  and  Lycetns  brave; 
I  While  o'er  unnumber'd  Heaps  of  ghaiily  Dead, 
The  Arglve  Heroe's  Feet  triumphant  tread. 

But  Phineus  Hands  aloof,  and  dreads  to  feel 
\  His  Rival's  Force,  and  flies  his  pointed  Steel : 
Yet  threw  a  Dart  from  far ;  by  chance  it  lights 
On  Idas,  who  for  neither  Party  fights ; 

But 
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But  wounded,  fiernly  thus  to  Pbineus  faid, 
Since  of  a  Neuter  thou  a  Foe  haft  made, 
This  I  return  thee,  drawing  from  his  Side 
The  Dart ;  which,  as  he  ftrove  'to  fling,  he  dy'd. 
Odites  fell  by  Clymenus^  Sword, 
The  Cepben  Court  had  not  a  greater  Lord, 
Hypfeus  his  Blade  does  in  Protenor  fheath, 
But  brave  Lyncides  foon  reveng'd  his  Death. 
Here  too  was  old  Ematbion,  one  that  fear'd 
The  Gods,  and  in  the  Caufe  of  Heav'n  appear'd, 
Who  only  wilhing  the  Succefs  of  Right, 
And,  by  his  Age,  exempted  from  the  Fight, 
Both  Sides  alike  condemns ;  This  impious  War 
Ceafe,  ceafe,  he  cries ;  thefe  bloody  Broils  forbear. 
This  fcarce  the  Sage  with  high  Concern  had  faid, 
When  Chromis  at  a  Blow  ftruck  off  his  Head, 
Which  dropping,  on  the  royal  Altar  rouPd, 
Still  flaring  on  the  Crowd  with  Afpect  bold; 
And  ftiil  it  feem'd  their  horrid  Strife  to  blame, 
In  Life  and  Death,  his  pious  Zeal  the  fame ; 
While  clinging  to  the  Horns,  the  Trunk  expires, 
The  fever'd  Head  confumes  amidft  the  Fires. 

Then  Pbineus,  who  from  far  his  Javelin  threw, 
Broteas  and  Amman,  Twins  and  Brothers,  flew; 
For  knotted  Gauntlets  matchlefs  in  the  Field  ; 
But  Gauntlets  mull  to  Swords  and  Javelins  yield. 
Ampycus  next,  with  hallow'd  Fillets  bound, 
As  Ceres'  Prieft,  and  with  a  Mitre  crown'd, 
His  Spear  transfix'd,  and  ftruck  him  to  the  Ground. 

O  Idpetides,  with  Pain  I  tell 
How  you,  fweet  Lyrift,  in  the  Riot  fell; 

Whai 
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What  worfe  than  brutal  Rage  his  Bread  could  fill, 
Who  did  thy  Blood,  O  Bard  Celeitial !  fpill  ? 
Kindly  you  prefs'd  amid  the  Princely  Throng, 
i  To  crown  the  Feaft,  and  give  the  Nuptial  Song; 
Difcord  abhorred  the  Mufick  of  thy  Lyre, 
Whofe  Notes  did  gentle  Peace  Co  well  infpire; 
:  Thee,    when  fierce  Pettalus  far  off  efpy'd, 
,  Defencelefs  with  thy  Harp,  he  fcoffing  cry'd, 
I  Go;  to  the  Ghofts  thy  foothing  Lelfons  play; 
We  loath  thy  Lyre,  and  fcorn  thy  peaceful  Lay : 
And,  as  again  he  fiercely  bid  him  go, 
He  pierc'd  his  Temples  with  a  mortal  Blow. 
•  His  Harp  he  held,  tho*  finking  on  the  Ground, 
I  Whofe  Strings  in  Death  his  trembling  Fingers  found 
By  chance,  and  turfd  by  chance  a  dying  Sound. 

With  Grief  Lytormas  faw  him  fall,  from  far, 
And  wrefting  from  the  Door  a  mafly  Bar, 
Full  in  his  Poll  lays  on  a  Load  of  Knocks, 
Which  ftun  him,  and  he  falls  like  a  devoted  Ox, 
Another  Bar  P elates  would  have  fnatch'd. 
But  Corythus  his  Motions  flily  watched  ; 
He  darts  his  Weapon  from  a  private  Stand, 
And  rivets  to  the  Poll  his  veiny  Hand : 
When  ilrait  a  miffive  Spear  transfiVd  his  Side, 
By  Abm  thrown,  and  as  he  hung,  he  dy'd. 
Melaneus  on  the  Prince's  Side  was  flain  ; 
And  Dory  las,  who  own'd  a  fertile  Plain, 
Of  Nafatnonia's  Fields  the  wealthy  Lord, 
Whofe  crowded  Barns  could  fcarce  contain  their  Hoard, 
A  whizzing  Spear  obliquely  gave  a  Blow, 
Stuck  in  his  Groin,  and  pierc'd  the  Nerves  below; 
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His  Foe  beheld  his  Eyes  convulfive  roul, 
His  ebbing  Veins,  and  his  departing  Soul; 
Then  taunting  faid,  Of  all  thy  fpacious  Plains* 
This  Spot  thy  only  Property  remains. 
He  left  him  thus ;  but  had  no  fooner  left, 
Than  Perfeus  in  revenge  his  Noftrils  clefts 
Prom  his  Friend's  Breaft  the  murd'ring  Dart  he  drew, 
And  the  fame  Weapon  at  the  Murd'rer  threw ; 
His  Head  in  halves  the  darted  Javelin  cut, 
And  on  each  Side  the  Brain  came  ifluing  out. 

Fortune  his  Friend,  his  Deaths  around  he  deals, 
And  this  his  Lance,  and  that  his  Faulchion  feels: 
Now  Clytlus  dies ;  and  by  a  diff'rent  Wound, 
The  Twin,  his  Brother  Clanis,  bites  the  Ground. 
In  his  rent  Jaw  the  bearded  Weapon  flicks, 
And  the  fteeFd  Dart  does  Clytlus  Thigh  transfix. 
With  thefe  Mendefian  Celadon  he  flew  : 
And  Aftreus  next,  whofe  Mother  was  a  Jew, 
His  Sire  uncertain :  Then  by  Perfeus  fdl 
JEthion,  who  cou'd  things  to  come  foretell ; 
JBut  now  he  knows  not  whence  the  Javelin  flies 
That  wounds  his  Breaft,  nor  by  whofe  Arm  he  dies. 

The  Squire  to  Pbineus  next  his  Valour  try'd, 
And  fierce  Agyrtes  ftain'd  with  Parricide. 

As  thefe  are  flain,  frefh  Numbers  ftill  appear, 
And  wage  with  Perfeus  an  unequal  War ; 
To  rob  him  of  his  Right,  the  Maid  he  won, 
By  Honour,  Promife,  and  Defert  his  own. 
With  him,  the  Father  of  the  beauteous  Bride, 
TJfcfi  Mother,  and  the  frighted  Virgin  fide ; 

With 
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With  Shrieks  and  doleful  Cries  they  rend  the  Air: 
Their  Shrieks  confounded  with  the  Din  of  War, 
With  clafhing  Arm?,  and  Groanings  of  the  Slain* 
They  grieve  unpit)*d,  and  unheard  complain. 
The  Floor  with  ruddy  Streams  Bellona  flains, 
And  Phineus  a  new  War  with  double  Rage  maintains. 

Perfeus  begirt,  from  all  around  they  pour 
Their  Lances  on  him,  a  tempefluous  Show'r, 
Aim'd  all  at  him ;  a  Cloud  of  Darts,  and  Spears, 
Or  blind  his  Eyes,  or  whinle  round  his  Ears. 
Their  Numbers  to  refill,  againft  the  Wall 
He  guards  his  Back  fecure,  and  dares  them  all. 
Here  from  the  Left  Molpeus  renews  the  Fight, 
And  bold  Etbemon  preffes  on  the  Right : 
As  when  a  hungry  Tyger  near  him  hears 

;  Two  lowing  Herds,  a- while  he  both  forbears; 
Nor  can  his  Hopes  of  This,  or  That  renounce, 
So  ftrong  he  lulls  to  prey  on  both  at  once; 

I  Thus  Perfeus  now  with  That,  or  This  is  loth 

I  To  war  dillinft,  but  fain  would  fall  on  Both. 

>~And  firft  Chaonian  Molpeus  felt  his  Blow, 

I  And  fled,  and  never  after  fac'd  his  Foe ; 
Then  fierce  Etbemort,  as  he  turn'd  his  Back, 
Hurried  with  Fury,  aiming  at  his  Neck, 
His  brandinYd  Sword  againft  the  Marble  ftruck 
With  all  his  Might ;  the  brittle  Weapon  broke, 
And  in  his  Throat  the  Point  rebounding  fluck. 
Too  flight  the  Wound  for  Life  to  iflue  thence, 
And  yet   too  great  for  Battel,  or  Defence  ; 
His  Arms  extended  in  this  piteous  State, 
For  Mercy  he  wou'd  fue,  but  fues  too  late ; 

L  2  Perfeus 
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Perftus  has  in  his  Bofom  plung'd  the  Sword, 
And,  ere  he  fpeaks,  the  Wound  prevents  the  Word. 
The  Crowds  encreafing,  and  his  Friends  diftrefs'd, 
Himfelf  by  warring  Multitudes  opprefs'd ; 
Since  thus  unequally  you  fight,  'tis  time, 
He  cry'd,  to  punifh  your  prefuraptuous  Crime ; 
Beware,  my  Friends ;  his  Friends  were  foon  prepar'd,  -y 
Their  Sight  averting,  high  the  Head  he  rear'd,        C 
And  Gorgon  on  his  Foes  feverely  ftar'd.  3 

Vain  Shift  I  fays  Vkefcehs,  with  Afpeft  bold, 
Thee,  and  thy  Bugbear  Monfter,  I  behold 
With  Scorn ;  he  lifts  his  Arm,  but  ere  he  threw 
The  Dart,  the  Heroe  to  a  Statue  grew. 
In  the  fame  Poflure  ftill  the  Marble  Hands, 
And  holds  the  Warrior's  Weapons  in  its  Hands. 
Amphyxy  whom  yet  this  Wonder  can't  alarm, 
Heaves  at  Lyncides^  Breaft  his  impious  Arm  i 
But,  while  thus  daringly  he  preffes  on, 
His  Weapon  and  his  Arm  are  turn'd  to  Stone, 
Next  Nileus,  he  who  vainly  faid  he  ow'd 
His  Origin  to  Nile's  prolifick  Flood ; 
Who  on  his  Shield  feven  filver  Rivers  bore, 
His  Birth  to  witnefs  by  the  Arms  he  wore , 
Full  of  his  fev'n  fold  Father,  thus  exprefs'd 
His  Boaft  to  Perfeus*  and  his  Pride  confefs'd : 
See  whence  wc  fprung  ;  Let  this  thy  Comfort  be 
In  thy  lure  Death,  that  thou  didft  die  by  me. 
While  yet  he  fpoke,  the  dying  Accents  huug 
In  Sounds  imperfeft  on  his  Marble  Tongue ; 
Tho'  chang'd  to  Stone,  his  Lips  he  feem'd  to  ftretch, 
And  thro1  th'  infenfate  Rock  wou'd  force  a  Speech. 

TMs 
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This  Eryx  faw,  but  feeing  wou'd  not  own ;  ~* 

The  Mifchief  by  your  felves,  he  cries,  is  done,  > 

'Tis  your  cold  Courage  turns  your  Hearts  to  Stone.    J 
Come,  follow  me ;  fall  on  the  ftripling  Boy, 
Kill  him,  and  you  his  magick  Arms  deftroy. 
Then  rufhing  on,  his  Arm  to  flrike  he  rear'd, 
And  marbled  o'er  his  vary'd  Frame  appear 'd. 

Thefe  for  affronting  Pallas  were  chaflis'd, 
And  juftly  met  the  Death  they  had  defpis'd. 
But  brave  Aconteus,  Perfeus  Friend,  by  chance 
Look'd  back,  and  met  the  Gorgon's  fatal  Glance : 
A  Statue  now  become,  he  ghaftly  flares, 
And  flill  the  Foe  to  mortal  Combat  dares. 
JJiyages  the  living  Likenefs  knew, 
On  the  dead  Stone  with  vengeful  Fury  flew; 
But  impotent  his  Rage,  the  jarring  Blade 
No  Print  upon  the  folid  Marble  made : 
Again,  as  with  redoubled  Might  he  ftruck, 
Himfelf  aftonifh'd  in  the  Quarry  fluck. 

The  vulgar  Deaths  'twere  tedious  to  rehearfe, 
And  Fates  below  the  Dignity  of  Verfe ; 
Their  Safety  in  their  Flight  Two  Hundred  found, 
Two  Hundred  by  Medufds  Head  were  fton'd. 
Fierce  Phineus  now  repents  the  wrongful  Fight, 
And  views  his  vary'd  Friends,  a  dreadful  Sight » 
He  knows  their 'Faces,  for  their  Help  he  fues, 
And  thinks,  not  hearing   him,  that  they  refufe : 
By  Name  he  begs  their  Succour,  one  by  one, 
Then  doubts  their  Life,  and  feels  the  friendly  Stone. 
Struck  with  Remorfe,  and  confeious  of  his  Pride, 
Convict  of  Sin,  he  turn'd  his  Eyes  afide  ; 
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With  fuppliant  Mein  to  Per/eus  thus  he  prays, 
Hence  with  the  Head,  as  far  as  Winds  and  Seas 
Can  bear  thee ;  Hence,  O  quit  the  Cepben  Shore, 
And  never  curfe  us  with  Medufa  more, 
That  horrid  Head,  which  ftiffens  into  Stone 
Thofe  impious  Men  who,  daring  Death,  look  on. 
I  warr'd  not  with  thee  out  of  Hate    or  Strife, 
My  honeft  Caufe  was  to  defend  my  Wife, 
Firft  pledg'd  to  me  ;  What  Crime  cou'd  I  fuppofe, 
To  arm  my  Friends,  and  vindicate  my  Spoufe  ? 
But  vain,  too  late  I   fee,  was  our  Defign ; 
Mine  was  the  Title,  but  the  Merit  thine. 
Contending  made  me  guilty,  I  confefs ; 
But  Penitence  fhou'd  make  that  Guilt  the  lefs: 
'Twas  thine  to  conquer  by  Minerva's  Pow'r  J 
Favour'd  of  Heav'n,  thy   Mercy  I  implore  ; 
For  Life  I  f»e  ?  the  reft  to  thee  I  yield ; 
In  Pity,  from  my  Sight  remove  the  Shield. 
Hefuing  faid;  nor  durft  revert  his  Eyes 
On  the  grim  Head:  And  Per/eus  thus  replies: 
Coward,  what  is  in  me  to  grant,  I  will, 
Nor  Blood,  unworthy  of  my  Valour,  fpill : 
Fear  not  to  perifh  by   my  vengeful  Sword, 
From  that  fecure  ;  'tis  all  the  Fates  afford. 
Where  I  now  fee  thee,  thou  fhalt  fti.ll  be  feen, 
A  Ming  Monument  to  pleafe  our  Queerrt; 
There  ftill  mail  thy  Betroth'd  behold  her  Spoufe, 
And  find  his  Image  in  her  Father's  Houfe. 
This  faid ;  where  Phineus  turn'd  to  fhun  the  Shield, 
Full  in  his  Face  the  flaring  Head  he  held ; 

As 
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As  here  and  there  he  ftrove  to  turn  afide, 
The  Wonder  wrought,  the  Man  was  petrify'd: 
All  Marble  was  his  Frame,  his  humid  Eyes 
Dropp'd  Tears,  which  hung  upon  the  Scone  like  Ice 
In  fuppliant  Pofture,  with  uplifted  Hards, 
And  fearful  Look,  the  guilty  Statue  {land?, 

Hence  Per/eus  to  his  native  City  hies, 
Victorious,  and  rewarded  with  his  Priae. 
Conqueft,  o'er  Prat  us  the  Ufurper,  won, 
He  re- inflates  his  Grandfire  in  the  Throne. 
Pratusy  his  Brother  difpofTeiVd  by  Might, 
His  Realm  enjoy'd,  and  ftill  detained  his  Right : 
But  Per/eus  puli'd  the  haughty  Tyrant  down, 
And  to  the   rightful  King  reftor'd  the  Throne. 
Weak  was  th'  Ufurper,  as  his  Caufe  was  wrong ; 
Where  Gorgon 's  Head  appears,  what  Arms  are  flrong  ? 
When  Per/eus  to  his  Hoil  the   Monfter  held, 
They  foon  were  Statues,  and  their  King  expell'd. 

Thence  to  Seripbus  with  the  Head  he  fails, 
Whofe  Prince  his  Story  treats  as  idle  Tales: 
Lord  of  a  little  Me,  he  fcorns  to  feem 
Too  credulous,  but  laughs  at  That,  and  Him. 
Yet  did    he  not  fo  much  fufpett  the  Truth, 
As  out  of  Pride,  or  Envy,  hate  the  Youth. 
The  Argii>*  Prince,  at  his  Contempt  enrag'd, 
To  force  his  Faith  by  fatal  Proof  engag'd. 
Friends,  ftiut  your  Eyes,  he  cries ;  his  Shield  he  takes, 
And  to  the  King  cxpos'd  MtduftCs  Snakes. 
The  Monarch  felt  the  Pow'r  he  wou'd  not  own. 
And  flood  convict  of  Folly  in  the  Stone. 

La  Min  erva'i 
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Thus  far  Minerva  was  content  to  rove 
With  Perfeus,  Offspring  of  her   Father  Jove  : 
Now,  hid  in  Clouds,  Seriphus  fhe  forfook; 
And  to  the  Tbehan  Tow'rs  her  Journey  took. 
Cythnos  and  Gyat  os  lying  to  the  Right, 
Shepafs'd  unheeded  in  her  eager  Flight; 
And  chufmg  fir  ft  on  He/icon  to  reft, 
The  Virgin  Mufes  in  thefe  Words  addrefs'd : 

Me,  the  ftrange  Tidings  of  a  new  found  Spring, 
Ye  learned  Sifters,  to  this  Mountain  bring. 
Tf  all  be  true  that  Fame's  wide  Rumours  tell, 
*Twas  Pegafus  difcover'd  firft  your  Well  ; 
Whofe  piercing  Hoof  gave  the  foft  Earth  a  Blow, 
Which  broke  the  Surface  where  thefe  Waters  flow. 
I  faw  that  Horfe  by  Miracle  obtain 
Life,  from  the  Blood  of  dire  Medufa  flain ; 
And  now,  this  equal  Prodigy  to  view, 
From  diftant  Ifles  to  fam'd  Bceotia  flew. 

The  Mufe  Urania  faid,  Whatever  Caufe 
So  great  a  Goddefs  to  this  Manfion  draws ; 
Gur  Shades  are  happy  with  fo  bright  a  Gueft, 
You,  Queen,  are  welcome,  and  we  Mufes  bleft. 
What  Fame  has  publifti'd  of  our  Spring  is  true, 
Thanks  for  our  Spring  to  Pegafus  are  due. 
Then,  with  becoming  Courtefy,  Ihe  led 
The  curious  Stranger  to  their  Fountain's  Head ; 
Who  long  furvey'd,  with  Wonder,  and  Delight, 
Tkeir  facred  Water,  charming  to  the  Sight; 

Their. 
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Their  ancient  Groves,  dark  Grottos,  mady  Bow'rs, 
And  fmiling  Plains  adorn' d  with  various  Flovv'rs. 
O  happy  Mufes !  me  with  Rapture  cry'd, 
Who,  fafe  from  Cares,  on  this  fair  Hill  refide  ; 
Bleft  in  your  Seat,  and  hee  your  felves  to  pleafe 
With  Joys  of  Study,  and  with  glorious  Eafe. 

$he   Fate  of   Pyreneus. 

The»  one  replies :  O  Goddefs,  fit  to  guide 
Our  humble  Works,  and  in  our  Choir  prefide, 
Who  fure  wou'd  wifely  to  thefe  Fields  repair, 
To  tafte  our  Pleafures,  and  our  Labours  (hare, 
Were  not  your  Virtue,  and  fuperior  Mind 
To  higher  Arts,  and  nobler  Deeds  inclin'd ; 
Juftly  you  praife  our  Works,  and  pleafing  Seat, 
Which  all  might  envy  in  this  foft  Retreat, 
Were  we  fecur'd  from   Dangers,  and  from  Harms 3 
But  Maids  are  frighten'd  with  the  leaft  A'arms, 
And  none  are  fafe  in  this  licentious  Time; 
Still  fierce  Pyreneus,  and  his  daring  Crime, 
With  lading  Horror  ftrikes  my  feeble  Sight, 
Nor  is  my  Mind  recover'd  from  the  Fright. 
With  ^hracian  Arms  this  bold  Ufurper  gaiVd 
Vaults,  and  Pbocis,  where  he  proudly  reign'd : 
It  happen' d  once,  as  thro'  his  Lands  we  went, 
For  the  bright  Temple  of  Parnajfus  bent, 
He  met  us  there,  and  in  his  artful  Mini 
Hiding  the  faithlefa  Attion  he  defign'd, 
Ccnferr'd  on  us  {whom,  Oh !  too  well  he  knew) 
All  Honours  that  to  GoddefTes  are  due, 
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Stop,  flop,  ye  Mufes,  'tis  your  Friend  who  calls, 
The  Tyrant  faid  j  behold  the  Rain  that  falls 
On  ev'ry  Side,  and  that  ill-boding  Sky,  ' 

Whofe  low'ring  Face  portends  more  Storms  are  nigh. 
Pray  make  my  Houfe  your  own,  and  void  of  Fear, 
While  this  bad  Weather  lafts,  take  Shelter  here, 
Gods  have  made  meaner  Places  their  Refort, 
And  for  a  Cottage  left  their  mining  Court. 

Obligd  to  Hop,  by  the  united  Force 
Ofpeuring  Rains,  and  complaifant  Difcourfe, 
His  courteous  Invitation  we  obey, 
And  in  his  Hall  refolve  a-while  to  flay. 
Soon  it  clear'd  up ;  the  Clouds  began  to  fly, 
The  driving  North  refin'd  the  fhow'ry  Sky; 
Then  to  purfue  our  Journey  we  began; 
But  the  falfe  Traitor  to  his  Portal  ran, 
Stopt  our  Efcape,  the  Door  fecurely   barr'd, 
And  to  our  Honour  Violence  prepar'd. 
But  we,  transform'd  to  Birds,  avoid  his  Snare, 
On  Pinions  riling  in  the  yielding  Air. 

But  he,  by  Luft  and  Indignation  fir'd, 
Up  to  his  higheft  Tovv'r  with  Speed  retir'd, 
And  cries,  In  vain  you  from  my  Arms  withdrew, 
The  Way  you  go  your  Lover  will  purfue. 
Then,  in  a  flying  Poflure  wildly  plac'd, 
And  daring  from  that  Height  himfelf  to  caft, 
The  Wretch  fell  headlong,  and  the  Ground  beftrew'd 
With  broken  Bones,  and  Stains  of  guilty  Blood. 
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The  Story  of  the  Pierides. 

The  Mufe  yet  fpoke :  when  they  began  to  hear 
A  Noife  of  Wings  that  flutter'd  in  the  Air ; 
And  ftrait  a  Voice,  from  fome  high-fpreading  Bough, 
Seem'd  to  falute  the  Company  below. 
The  Goddefs  wonder'd,  and  inquir'd  from  whence 
That  Tongue  was  heard,  that  fpoke  fo  plainly  Senfe ; 
(It  fcem'd  to  her  a  human  Voice  to  be, 
But  prov'd  a  Bird's ;  for  in  a  fliady  Tree 
Nine  Magpies  perch'd  lament  their  alter'd  Stat?, 
And,  what  they  hear,  are  skilful  to  repeat.) 

The  Sifter  to  the  wond'ring  Goddefs  faid, 
Thefe,  foil'd  by  us,  by  us  were  thus  repaid, 
Thefe  did  Evippe  of  Pceonia  bring 
With  nine  hard  Labour-Pangs  to  Pel/as  King, 
The  foolifli  Virgins  of  their  Number  proud, 
And  puff'd  with  Praifes  of  the  fenfelefs  Crowd, 
Thro'  all  Jchaia,  and  th'  Mmonian  Plains, 
DefyM  us  thus,  to  match  their  artlefs  Strains  5 
No  more,  ye  Tbefpian  Girls,  your  Notes  repeat, 
Nor  with  falfe  Harmony  the  Vulgar  cheat  3 
In  Voice  or  Skill,  if  you  with  us  will  vye9 
As  many  we,  in  Voice  or  Skill  will  try. 
Surrender  you  to  us,  if  we  excel, 
Fam'd  Aganippe,  and  Medufas  Well. 
The  Conqueft  yours,  your  Prize  from  us  {hall  h& 
The  Mmatbian  Plains  to  fnowy  P  atone  \ 


The 
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The  Nymphs  our  Judges.     To  difpute  the  Field, 
We  thought  a  Shame;  but  greater  Shame  to  yield. 
On  Seats  of  living  St©ne  the  Sifters  fit, 
And  by  the  Rivers  fwear  to  judge  aright. 

the  Song  of  the  Pierides. 

Then  rifes  one  of  the  prefumptuous  Throng, 
Steps  rudely  forth,  and  firft  begins  the  Song; 
With  vain  Addrefs  defcribes  the  Giants  Wars, 
And  to  the  Gods  their  fabled  Ads  prefers. 
She  fings  from  Earth's  dark  Womb  how  Typbon  rofe, 
And  ftruck  with  mortal  Fear  his  heav'nly  Foes. 
How  the  Gods  fled  to  Egypth  flimy  Soil, 
And  hid  their  Heads  beneath  the  Banks  of  Nile: 
How  Typbon,  from  the  conquered  Skies,  purhYd 
Their  routed  Godheads  to  the  fev'n- mouth 'd  Flood  j 
Forc'd  tv'ry  God,  his  Fury  to  efcape, 
Some  beaflly  Form  to  take,  or  earthly  Shape. 
JB<ve  ( b  ilie  fung)  was  changM  into  a  Ram, 
From  whence  the  Horns  of  Libyan  Ammo*  came. 
Bacchus  a  Goat,  Apollo  was  a  Crow, 
Phoebe  a  Cat;  the  Wife  of  Jove  a.  Cow,  1 

Whofe  Hue  was  whiter  than  the  falling  Snow.  } 

Mercury  to  a  nafty  Ibis  turn'd, 
The  Change  obfcene,  afraid  of  Typbon  mourn'd; 
While  Venus  from  a  Fifli  Protection  craves, 
And  once  more  plunges  in  her  native  Waves. 
•     She  fung,  and  to  her  Harp  her  Voice  appiy'd  j 
1  lien  us  again  to  match  her  they  def/d. 

But 
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But  our  poor  Song,  perhaps,  for  you  to  hear, 
Nor  Leifure  ferves,  nor  is  it  worth  your  Ear. 
That  caufelefs  Doubt  remove,  O  Mufe,  rehearfe, 
The  Goddefs  cry'd,  your  ever-grateful  V«rfe. 
Beneath  a  chequer' d  Shade  me  takes  her  Seat, 
And  bids  the  Sifter  her  whole  Song  repeat,  j 
The  Sifter  thus ;  Calliope  we  chofe 
For  the  Performance.     The  fweet  Virgin  rofe, 
With  Ivy  crown'd  (he  tunes  her  golden  Strings, 
And  to  her  Harp  this  Compofition  fings. 

The  Song  of  the  Muses, 

Firft  Certs  taught  the  labYingHind  to  plow 
The  pregnant  Earth,  and  quickning  Seed  to  fow. 
She  firft  for  Man  did  wholfome  Food  provide, 
And  with  juft  Laws  the  wicked  World  fupply'd: 
All  Good  from  her  deriv'd,  to  her  belong 
The  grateful  Tributes  of  the  Mufe's  Song. 
Her  more  than  worthy  of  our  Verfe  we  deem, 
Oh  !  were  our  Verfe  more  worthy  of  the  Theme! 

Jo-ve  on  the  Giant  fair  Trinacria  hurl'd, 
And  with  one  Bolt  reveng'd  his  ftarry  World. 
Beneath  her  burning  Hills  Typhosus  lies, 
And,  ftrugling  always,  ftrives  in  vain  to  rife. 
Down  does  Pelorus  his  right  Hand  fupprefs 
Tow'rd  Latium,  on  the  left  Fuchyn}  weighs. 
His  Legs  are  under  Lilyb&um  fpread, 
And  JEtna  preftes  hard  his  horrid  Head. 
On  his  broad  Back  he  there  extended  lies, 
And  vomits  Clouds  of  Allies  to  the  Skies. 
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Oft  lab'ring  with  his  Load,  at  laft  he  tires, 

And  fpews  out  in  Revenge  a  Flood  of  Fires. 

Mountains  he  itruggles  to  o'erwhelm,  and  Towns ; 

Earth's  inmoil  Bowels  quake,  and  Nature  groans. 

His  Terrors  reach  the  direful  King  of  Hell ; 

He  fears  his  Throws  will  to  the  Day  reveal 

The  Realms  of  Night,  and  fright  his  trembling  Ghofts. 
This  to  prevent,  he  quits  the  Stygian  Coafts, 

In  his  black  Carr,  by  iooty  Horfes  drawn, 

Fair  Sicily  he  feeks,  and  dreads  the  Dawn. 

Around  her  Plains  he  calls  his  eager  Eyes, 

And  ev'ry  Mountain  to  the  Bottom  tries. 

But  when,  in  all  the  careful  Search,  he  faw 

No  Caufe  of  Fear,  no  ill-fufpefled  Flaw  j 

Secure  from  Harm,  and  wond'ring  on  at  Will, 

Venus  beheld  him  from  her  flow'ry  Hill : 
When  ilrait  the  Dame  her  little  Cupid  preft  n 

With  fecret  Rapture  to  her  fnowy  Breaft,  1 

A  nd  in  thefe  W©rds  the  flutt'ring  Boy  addreft.  J 

O  thou,  my  Arms,  my  Glory,  and  my  Pow'r, 
My  Son,  whom  Men,  and  deathlefs  Gods  adore  5 
Bend  thy  fure  Bow,  whofe  Arrows  never  mifs'd, 
No  longer  let  Hell's  King  thy  Sway  reM ;■ 
Take  him,  while  ftragling  from  his  dark  Abodes 
He  coafts  the  Kingdoms  of  fuperior  Gods. 
If  Sovereign  Jo<ve,  if  Gods  who  rule  the  Waves, 
And  Neptune,  who  rules  them,  have  been  thy  Slaves j 
Shall  Hell  be  free  ?  The  Tyrant  ftrike,  my  Son,, 
Enlarge  thy  Mother's  Empire,  and  thy  own. 
Let  not  our  Heav'n  be  made  the  Mock  of  Hell, 
But  Pluto  to  confefs  thy  Pow'r  compel. 

Our 
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Our  Rule  is  flighted  in  our  native  Skies,  j 

See  Pallas,  fee  Diana  too  defies  > 

Thy  Darts,  which  Ceres"  Daughter  wou'd  defpife.     «* 
She  too  our  Empire  treats  wich  aakward  Scorn  j 
Such  Infolence  no  longer's  to  be  born. 
Revenge  our  flighted  Reign,  and  with  thy  Dart 
Transfix  the  Virgin's  to  the  Uncle's  Heart. 

She  faid;  and  from  his  Quiver  ftrait  he  drew 
A  Dart  that  furely  wou'd  the  Bufinefs  do. 
She  guides  his  Hand,  (he  makes  her  Touch  the  Teft, 
And  of  a  thoufand  Arrows  chofe  the  belt : 
No  Feather  better  pois'd,  a  fharper  Head 
None  had,  and  fooner  none,  and  furer  fped, 
He  bends  his  Bow,  he  draws  it  to  his  Ear, 
Thro'  Pluto's  Heart  it  drives,  and  fixes  there. 

"The  Rape  of  Proserpine. 

Near  Ennah  Walls  a  fpacious  Lake  is  fpread, 
Fam'd  for  the  fweetly-finging  Swans  it  bred; 
Pergufa  is  its  Name:  And  never  more 
Were  heard,  or  fweeter  on  Cayjiers  Shore. 
Woods  crown  the  Lake ;  and  Phczbus  ne'er  invades 
The  tufted  Fences,  or  offends  the  Shades : 
Frefti  fragrant  Breezes  fan  the  verdant  Bovv'rs, 
And  the  moid  Ground  fmiles  with  enamel'd  Flow'rs. 
The  chearful  Birds  their  airy  Carols  fing, 
And  the  whole  Year  is  one  eternal  Spring. 

Here,  while  young  Proferpine,  among  the  Maids, 
Diverts  herfelf  in  thefe  delicious  Shades  i 

While 
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While  like  a  Child  with  bufy  Speed  anil  Care 

She  gathers  Lilies  here,  and  Vi'lets  there; 

While  firft  to  fill  her  little  Lap  fhe  ftrives, 

Hell's  grizly  Monarch  at  the  Shade  arrives ; 

Sees  her  thus  fporting  on  the  flow'ry  Green, 

And  loves  the  blooming  Maid,  as  foon  as  feen. 

His  urgent  Flame  impatient  of  Delay, 

Swift  as  his  Thought  he  feiz'd  the  beauteous  Prey, 

And  bore  her  in  his  footy  Car  away. 

The  frighted  Goddefs  to  her  Mother  cries, 

But  all  in  vain,  for  now  far  off  ihe  flies. 

Far  Ihe  behind  her  leaves  her  Virgin  Train  ; 

To  them  too  cries,  and  cries  to  them  in  vain. 

And,  while  with  Paflion  Ihe  repeats  her  Call, 

The  Vi'lets  from  her  Lap,  and  Lilies  fall : 

She  mifles  'em,  poor  Heart!  and  makes  new  Moan;j 

Her  Lilies,  ah !  are  loft,  her  Vi'lets  gone. 

O'er  Hills,  the  Ravifher,  and  Vallies  fpeeds, 
By  Name  encouraging  his  foamy  Steeds; 
He  rattles  o'er  their  Necks  the  rufty  Reins, 
And  ruffles  with  the  Stroke  their  fhaggy  Manes, 
O'er  Lakes  he  whirls  his  flying  Wheels,  and  comes 
To  the  Palici  breathing  fulph'rous  Fumes. 
And  thence  to  where  the  Bacchiads  of  Renown 
Between  unequal  Havens  built  their  Town  j 
Where  Arethufa>  round  th*  imprifon'd  Sea, 
Extends  her  crooked^Coaft  to  Cyan)  ; 
The  Nymph  who  gave  the  neighb'ring  Lake  a  Name, 
Of  all  Sicilian  Nymphs  the  firft  in  Fame. 
She  from  the  Waves  advanc'd  her  beauteous  Head, 
The  Goddefs  knew,  and  thus  to  Pluto  faid  ; 

Farther 
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Farther  thou  (halt  not  with  the  Virgin  run  ;  £ 

Or*j  unwilling,  can  ft  thou  be  her  Son  ?  ^ 

The  Maid  (hou'd  be  by  fweet  Perfuafion  won, 

Force  fuits  not  with  the  Softnefs  of  the  Fair ; 

For,  if  great  things  with  fmall  I  may  compare, 

Me  Anapis  once  lov'd  ;  a  milder  Courfe 
!  He  took,  and  won  me  by  his  Words,  not  Force. 

Then,  ftretching  out  her  Arms,  (he  ftopt  his  Way; 
j  But  he,  impatient  of  the  Ihorteft  Stay, 
!  Throws  to  his  dreadful  Steeds  the  flacken'd  Rein, 
.'  And  ftrikes  hi*  Iron  Sceptre  thro'  the  Main; 
j  The  Depths  profound  thro'  yielding  Waves  he  cleave?, 
I  And  to  Heirs  Center  a  free  Pafiage  leaves; 

Down  finks  his  Chariot,  and  his  Realms  of  Night 

The  God  foon  reaches  with  a  rapid  Flight. 

C  y  a  n  e  dijfolves  to  a  Fountain, 

But  (till  does  Cyan}  the  Rape  bemoan, 
And  with  the  Goddefs'  Wrongs  laments  her  own  * 
For  the  ftoln  Maid,  and  for  her  injur'd  Spring, 
Time  to  her  Trouble  no  Relief  can  bring. 
In  her  fad  Heart  a  heavy  Load  (he  bears, 
'Till  the  dumb  Sorrow  turns  her  all  to  Tears, 
Her  minglieg  Waters  with  that  Fountain  pafs, 
Of  which  (he  late  immortal  Goddefs  was ; 
Her  vary'd  Members  to  a  Fluid  melt, 
A  pliant  Softnefs  in  her  Bones  is  felt ; 
Her  wavy  Locks  firft  drep  away  in  Dew, 
And  liquid  next  her  (lender  Fingors  grew, 
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The  Body's  Change  foen  feizes  its  Extreme, 
Her  Legs  diflblve,  and  Feet  flow  off  in  Stream 
KerArms,  her  Back,  her  Shoulders,  and  her  Side, 
Her  foiling  Breafts  in  little  Currents  glide, 
A  Silver  Liquor  only  now  remains 
Within  the  Channel  of  her  purple  Veins ; 
Nothing  to  fill  Love's  Grafp ;  her  Husband  chafte 
Bathes  in  that  Bofem  he  before  embrac'd. 

A  Boy  transformed  to  an  Eft. 

Thus,  while  thro»  all  the  Earth,  and  all  the  Main, 
Her  Daughter  mournful  Ceres  fought  in  vain  * 
Aurora,  when  with  dewy  Looks  «he  rofe, 
Nor  burnim'd  Vefper  found  her  in  Repofe. 
At  Mtnd%  flaming  Mouth  two  pitchy  Pines 
To  light  her  in  her  Search  at  length  ihe  tines. 
RefUefs,  with  thcfe,  thro'  frofty  Night  ihe  goes, 
Nor  fears  the  cutting  Winds,  nor  heeds  the  Snows  * 
And,  when  the  Morning-Star  the  Day  renews, 
From  Eaft  to  Weft  her  abfent  Child  purfues. 

Thirfty  at  laft  by  long  Fatigue  ihe  grow», 
But  meets  no  Spring,  no  Rivulet  near  her  flows. 
Then  looking  round,  a  lowly  Cottage  fpies, 
Smoaking  among  the  Trees,  and  thither  hies. 
The  Goddefs  knocking  at  the  little  Door, 
'Twas  open'd  by  a  Woman  old  and  poor, 
Who,  when  fhe  begg'd  for  Water,  gave  her  Ale 
$rew'd  long,  but  well  prcferv'd  from  being  tfale. 
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The  Goddefs  drank;  a  chuffy  Lad  was  by, 

Who  faw  the  Liquor  with  a  grutching  Eye. 

And  grinning  cries,  She  s  greedy  more  than  dry. 
Ceres  offended  at  his  foul  Grimace, 

Flung  what  (he  had  not  drunk  into  his  Face. 

The  Sprinklings  fpeckle.where  they  hit  the  Skin, 

And  a  long  Tail  does  from  his  Body  fpin ; 

His  Arms  are  turn'd  to  Legs,   and  left  his  Size 

Shou'd  make  him  mifchievous,  and  he  might  rife 
!  Againft  Mankind,  diminutives  his  Frame, 

Lefs  than  a  Lizzard,  but  in  Shape  the  fame. 

Amaz'd  the  Dame  the  wondrous  Sight  beheld, 

And  weeps,  and  fain  wou'd  touch  her  quondam  Child. 

Yer  her  Approach  th' affrighted  Vermin  ftiuns, 

And  faft  into  the  greateft  Crevice  runs. 

A  Name  they  gave  him,  which  the  Spots  exprelt, 

That  rofe  like  *  Stars,  and  vary'd  all  his  Breaft. 
What  Lands,  what  Seas  the  Goddefs  wandered  o'er, 

Were  long  to  tell;  for  there  remained  no  more. 

Searching  all  round,  her  fruitlefs  Toil  (he  mourns. 

And  with  regret  to  Sicily  returns. 
At  length,  where  Cyane  now  flows,  me  came, 
Who  cou'd  have  told  her,  were  fhe  ftill  the  fame 
As  when  fhe  faw  her  Daughter  fink  to  Hell ; 
But  what  me  knows  fhe  wants  a  Tongue  to  tell. 
Yet  this  plain  Signal  manifeftly  gave, 
The  Virgin's  Girdle  floating  on  a  Wave,' 
As  late  fhe  dropt  it  from  her  flender  Waift, 
When  with  her  Uncle  thro'  the  Deep  fhe  paft. 

*  Stellio,  Cem 


1 88         Oyid'j  Metamorphofes.    Book  I 

Ceres  the  Token  by  her  Grief  confeft, 

And  tore  her  golden  Hair,  and  beat  her  Bread. 

She  knows  not  on  what  Land  her  Curfe  fhou'd  fall, 

But,  as  ingrate,  alike  upbraids  them  all, 

Unworthy  of  her  Gifts  ;  Trinacria  moft, 

Where  the  laft  Steps  fhe  found  of  what  (he  loft. 

The  Plough  for  this  the  vengeful  Goddefs  broke, 

And  with  one  Death  the  Ox,  and  Owner  ftruck. 

In  vara  the  fallow  Fields  the  Peafant  tills, 

The  Seed,  corrupted  ere  'tis  fown,  (he  kills. 

The  fruitful  Soil,  that  once  fuch  Harvefts  bore, 

Now  mocks  the  Farmer's  Care,  and  teems  no  moie. 

And  the  rich  Grain  which  fills  the  furrow'd  Glade,    ! 

Rots  in  the  Seed,  or  fhrivels  in  the  Blade  j 

Or  too  much  Sun  barns  up,  or  too  much  Rain 

Drowns,  or  black  Blights  deftroy  the  Mailed  Plain  i 

Or  greedy  Birds  the  new- fown  Seed  devour, 

Or  Darnel,  Thirties,  and  a  Crop  impure 

Of  knotted  Grafs  along  the  Acres  (land, 

And  fpread  their  thriving  Roots  thro'  all  the  Land.] 

Then  from  the  Waves  foft  Arethufa  rear» 
Her  Head,  and  back  fhe  flings  her  dropping  Hairs. 
O  Mother  of  the  Maid,  whom  thou  fo  far 
Haft  fought,  of  whom  thou  canft  no  Tidings  hear; 
O  thou,  ihe  cry'd,  who  art  to  Life  a  Friend, 
Ceafe  here  thy  Search,  and  let  thy  Labour  end. 
Thy  faithful  Sicily  s  a  guiltlefs  Clime, 
And  fhou'd  not  fuffer  for  another's  Crime; 
She  neither  knew,  nor  cou'd  prevent  the  Deed. 
Nor  think  that  for  my  Country  thus  I  plead  ; 
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ly  Country's  Pi/a,  I'm  an  Alien  here,  1 

It  thefe  Abodes  to  Rlis  I  prefer,  > 

^o  Clime  to  me  fo  fvveet,  no  Place  fo  dear.  J 

Thefe  Springs  I  Arethufa  now  poffefs, 

Vnd  this  my  Seat,  O  gracious  Goddefs,  blefs : 

This  Ifland  why  I  love,  and  why  I  croft 

Juch  fpacious  Seas  to  reach  Ortjgias  Coaft, 

To  you  I  (hall  impart,  when,  void  of  Care, 

four  Heart's  at  Eafe,  and  you're   more  fit  to  hear; 

When  on  your  Brow  no  prefling  Sorrow  fits, 

For  gay  Content  alone  fuch  Tales  admits. 

When  thro'  Earth's  Caverns  I  a-while  have  roul'd 

My  Waves,  I  rife,  and  here  again  behold 

The  long-loft  Stars;  and,  as  I  late  did  glide 

Near  Styx,  Proferpina  there  I  efpy'd. 

Fear  ftill  with  Grief  might  in  her  Face  be  feen  s 

She  ftill  her  Rape  laments ;  yet,  made  a  Queen, 

Beneath  thofe  gloomy  Shades  her  Sceptre  fways, 

And  ev'n  th'  infernal  King  her  Will  obeys. 

This  heard,  the  Goddefs  like  a  Statue  flood, 
Stupid  with  Grief;  and  in  that  mufing  Mood 
Continu'd  long ;  new  Cares  a- while  fuppreft 
The  reigning  Pow'rs  of  her  immortal  Bread. 
At  laft  to  Jove  her  Daughter's  Sire  flie  flies, 
And  with  her  Chariot  cuts  the  cryftal  Skies  ; 
She  comes  in  Clouds,  and  with  difhevel'd  Hair, 
Standing  before  his  Throne,  prefers  her  Pray'r. 

King  of  the  Gods,  defend  any  Blood  and  thine, 
And  efe  it  not  the  worfe  for  .being  mine. 
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If  I  no  more  am  gracious  in  thy  Sight, 

Be  juft,  O  Jove,  and  do  thy  Daughter  right. 

In  vain  I  fought  her  the  wide  World  around, 

And,  when  I  moft  defpair'd  to  find  her,  found. 

But  how  can  I  the  fatal  Finding  boaft, 

By  which  I  know  ihe  is  for  ever  loft  ? 

Without  her  Father's  Aid,  what  other  Povv'r 

Can  to  my  Arms  the  raviih'd  Maid  reilore  ? 

Let  him  reftore  her,  I'll  the  Crime  forgive; 

My  Child,  tho'  raviih'd,  I'd  with  Joy  receive. 

Pity,  your  Daughter  with  a  Thief  fhou'd  wed, 

Tho'  mine,  you  think,  deferves  no  better  Bed. 

Jove  thus  replies ;  It  equally  belongs 
To  both,  to  guard  our  common  Pledge  from  Wrongs. 
But  if  to  things  we  proper  Names  apply, 

This  hardly  can  be  call'd  an  Injury. 
The  Theft  is  Love ;  nor  need  we  bluih  to  own 
The  Thief,  if  I  can  judge,  to  be  our  Son. 
Had  you  of  his  Defert  no  otber  Proof, 
To  be  Jove's  Brother  is  methinks  enough. 
Nor  was  my  Throne  by  Worth  fuperior  got, 
Heav'n  fell  to  me,  as  Hell  to  him,  by  Lot : 
If  you  are  ftiil  refolv'd  her  Lofs  to  mourn, 
And  nothing  lefs  will  ferve  than  her  Return  ; 
Upon  thefe  Terms  Ihe  may  again  be  yours, 
(Th'  irrevocable  Terms  of  Fate,  not  ours) 
Of  Stygian  Food  if  Ihe  did  never  tafte, 
Hell's  Bounds  may  then,  and  only  then,  be  pall. 
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T'be  transformation  of  Ascalaphui 
into  an  Owl. 

The  Goddefs  now,  refolving  to  fucceed,  ■* 

)own  to  the  gloomy  Shades  defcends  with  Speed ,     > 
Jut  adverfe  Fate  had  otherwife  decreed.  I 

7or,  long  before,  her  giddy  thoughtlefs  Child 
rlad  broke  her  Fad,  and  all  her  Projects  fpoil'd. 
\s  in  the  Garden's  fhady  Walk  fhe  flray'd, 
I  fair  Pomegranate  charm'd  the  fimple  Maid, 
riung  in  hex  Way,  and  tempting  her  to  tafte, 
J»he  pluck'd  the  Fruit,  and  took  a  fhort  Repaft. 
Jeven  times,  a  Seed  at  once,  fhe  eat  the  Food  ; 
Hie  Faft  Afcalaphus  had  only  view'd  ;  j 
Whom  Acheron  begot  in  Stygian  Shades 
On  Orpbne,  fam'd  among  Avernal  Maids  ; 
3e  faw  what  pad,  and  by  difcov'ring  all, 
Detain'd  the  ravifh'd  Nymph  in  cruel  Thrall. 

But  now  a  Queen,  Ihe  with  Refentment  heard, 
ft.nd  chang'd  the  vile  Informer  to  a  Bird, 
[n  Phlegeton\  black  Stream  her  Hand  Ihe  dips, 
sprinkles  his  Head,  and  wets  his  babling  Lips. 
5oon  on  his  Face,  bedropt  with  Magick  Dew, 
k  Change  appear'd,  and  gawdy  Feathers  grew, 
\  crooked  Beak  the  Place  of  Nofe  fupplies, 
Rounder  his  Head,  and  larger  are  his  Eyes. 
liEiis  Arms  and  Body  wade,  but  are  fupply'd 
With  yellow  Pinions  flagging  on  each  Side. 
His  Nails  grow  crooked,  and  are  turn'd  to  Claws, 
I  &nd  lazily  along  his  heavy  Wings  he  draws. 

Ill-omen'd 
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Ill-omen'd  in  his  Form,  th'  unlucky  Fowl, 
Abhorr'd  by  Men,  and  call'd  a  Scrieching  Owl. 

Tbe  Daughters  o/Achelous  transform*  d\ 

/«Sirens, 

Juftly  this  Punifhment  was  due  to  him, 
And  lefs  had  been  too  little  for  his  Crime  ; 
Bat,  O  ye  Nymphs  that  from  the  Flood  defcend, 
What  Fault  of  yours  the  Gods  cou'd  fo  offend, 
With  Wings  and  Claws  your  beauteous  Forms  to  fpoil, 
Yet  fave  your  Maiden  Face,  and  winning  Smile  ? 
Were  you  not  with  her  in  Pergufa'%  Bow'rs, 
When  Proferpine  went  forth  to  gather  Flow'rs  ? 
Since  Pluto  in  his  Carr  the  Goddefs  caught, 
Have  you  not  for  her  in  each  Climate  fought  ? 
And  when  on  Land  you  long  had  fearcrTd  in  vain, 
You  wifh'd  for  Wings  to  crofs  the  pathlefs  Main  : 
The  Earth  and  Sea  might  witnefs  to  your  Care : 
The  Gods  were  eafy,  and  return 'd  your  Pray'r ; 
With  golden  Wing  o'er  foamy  Waves  you  fled, 
And  to  the  Sun  your  plumy  Glories  fpread. 
But,  left  the  foft  Enchantment  of  your  Songs, 
And  the  fweet  Mufick  of  your  flatt'ring  Tongues 
Shou'd  quite  be  loft,  (as  courteous  Fates  ordain) 
Your  Voice  and  Virgin  Beauty  ftill  remain. 

Jow  fome  Amends  for  Ceres  loft  to  make, 

Yet  willing  Pluto  fhou'd  the  Joy  partake, 

Gives  'em  of  Proferpine  an  equal  Share, 

Who,  claimed  by  both,  with  both  divides  the  Year. 
I 

The 
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The  Goddefs  now  in  either  Empire  fways, 

Six  Moons  in  Hell,  and  fix  with  Ceres  Hays/ 

Her  peevifh  Temper's  chang'd;  that  fallen  Mind, 

Which  made  ev'n  Hell  uneafy,  now  is  kind, 

Her  Voice  refines,  her  Mein  more  fvveet  appears, 

Her  Forehead  free  from  Frowns,  her  Eyes  from  Tears* 

As  when,  with  golden  Light,  the  conqu'ring  Day 

Thro'  dusky  Exhalations  clears  a  Way. 

Ceres  her  Daughter's  Rape  no  longer  mourn'd, 

But  back  to  Jretbufas  Spring  return'd ; 

And  fitting  on  the  Margin,  bid  her  tell 

From  whence  (he  came,  and  why  a  facred  Well. 

The  Story  o/Arethusa, 

Still  were  the  purling  Waters,  and  the  Maid 
Prom  the  fraooth  Surface  rais'd  her  beauteous  Head, 
Wipes  off  the  Drops  that  from  her  Treffes  ran, 
And  thus  to  tell  Alpheus*  Loves  began. 

In  Elis  firft  I  breath'd  the  living  Air, 
The  Chace  was  all  my  Pleafure,  all  my  Cars. 
None  lov'd  like  me  the  Foreft  to  explore, 
To  pitch  the  Toils,  and  drive  the  briilied  Boar* 
Of  Fair,  tho'  Mafculine,  I  had  the  Name, 
But  gladly  wou'd  to  that  have  quitted  Claim : 
It  lefs  my  Pride  than  Indignation  rais'd, 
To  hear  the  Beauty  I  neglecled,  prais'd  ; 
Such  Compliments  I  loath 'd,  fuch  Charms  as  theft 
I  fcorn'd,  and  thought  it  Infamy  to  pleafe. 

Once,  I  remember,  in  the  Summer's  Heat, 
Tir'd  with  the  Chace,  I  fought  a  cool  Retreat  5 
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And,  walking  on,  a  filcnt  Current  found, 
Which  gently  glided  o'er  the  grav'ly  Ground, 
The  cryflal  Water  was  fo  fmooth,  fo  clear, 
My  Eye  diflinguifh'd  ev'ry  Pebble  there. 
So  foft  its  Motion,  that  I  fcarce  perceived 
The  running  Stream,  or  what  I  faw  believ'd. 
The  hoary  Willow,  and  the  Poplar,  made 
Along  the  fhelving  Bank  a  grateful  Shade. 
In  the  cool  Rivulet  my  Feet  I  dipt, 
Then  wade$l  to  the  Knee,  and  then  I  ftript  5 
My  Robe  I  carelefs  on  an  Ofier  threw, 
That  near  the  Place  commodioufly  grew  ; 
Nor  long  upon  the  Border  naked  Hood, 
But  plung'd  with  Speed  into  the  filver  Flood. 
My  Arms  a  thoufand  ways  I  mov'd,  and  try'd 
To  quicken,  if  I  cpu'd,  the  lazy  Tide ; 
Where,  while  I  play'd  my  fwimming  Gambols  o'er, 
I  heard  a  murmuring  Voice,  and  frighted  fprung  to  Shore» 
Oh  !  whither,  Arethufa,  doft  thou  fly  ? 
From  the  Brook's  Bottom  did  Alpheus  cry  $ 
Again,  1  heard  him,  in  a  hollow  Tone, 
Oh  !  whither,  Arethufa,  dofl  thou  run  > 
Naked  I  flew,  nor  cou'd  I  flay  to  hide 
My  Limbs,  my  Robe  was  on  the  other  Side ; 
Alpheus  follow'd  faft^  th'  inflaming  Sight 
Quicken'd  his  Speed,  and  made  his  Labour  light  5 
He  fees  me  ready  for  his  eager  Arms, 
And  with  a  greedy  Glance  devours  my  Charms. 
As  trembling  Doves  from  prefling  Danger  fly, 
When  the  fierce  Hawk  comes  fpufing  from  tfce  Sky  i 
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And,  as  fierce  Hawks  the  trembling  Doves  purfue. 
From  him  I  fled,  and  after   me  he  flew. 
Firft  by  Orcbomenus  I  took  my  Flight, 
And  foon  had  Pfiphis  and  Cyllene  in  Sight; 
Behind  me  then  high  M&nalus  I  loft, 
And  craggy  Erimanthus  fcal'd  with  Froft-s 
£/is  was  next;  thus  far  the  Ground  I  trod 
With  nimble  Feet,  before  the  diftanc'd  God. 
But  here  I  lagg'd.  unable  to  fuftain 
The  Labour  longer,  and  my  Flight  maintain  4 
1  While  he  more  ftrong,  more  patient  of  the  Toil, 
I  And  fir'd  with  Hopes  of  Beauty's  fpeedy  Spoil, 
!  Gain'd  my  loft  Ground,  and  by  redoubled  Pace, 
Now  left  between  us  but  a  narrow  Space. 
Unweary'd  I  'till  now  o'er  Hills,  and  Plains, 
'  O'er  Rocks,  and  Rivers  ran,  and  fek  no  Pains: 
.   The  Sun  behind  me,  and  the  God  I  kept, 
I  But,  when  I  fafteft  fhou'd  have  run,  I  ftept. 
i  Before  my  Feet  his  Shadow  now  appear'd; 
As  what  I  faw,  or  rather  what  I  fear'd. 
Yet  there  I  could  not  be  deceiv'd  by  Fear,  ., 

Who  felt  his  Breath  pant  on  my  braided  Hair,  { 

And  heard  his  founding  Tread,  and  knew  him  to  be  | 

near. 
Tir'd,  and  defpairing,  O  Celeftial  Maid, 
Pm  caught,  I  cry'd,  without  thy  heav'nly  Aid. 
Help  me,  Diana,  help  a  Nymph  forlorn, 
Devoted  to  the  Woods,  who  long  has  worn 
Thy  Livery,  and  long  thy  Quiver  born. 
The  Goddefs  heard  ;  my  pious  Pray'r  prevail'd-j 
in  muffling  Clouds  my  Virgin  Head  was  veil'd. 
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The  am'rous  God,  deluded  of  his  Hopes, 
Searches  the  Gloom,  and  thro'  the  Darknefs  gropes  j 
Twice,  where  Diana  did  her  Servant  hide 
He  came,  and  twice,  O  Arethufa  !  cry'd. 
How  fhaken  was  my  Soul,  how  funk  my  Heart  ? 
The  Terror  feiz'd  on  ev'ry  trembling  Part. 
Thus  when  the  Wolf  about  the  Mountain  prowls 
For  Prey,  the  Lambkin  hears  his  horrid  Howls : 
The  tim'rous  Hare,  the  Pack  approaching  nigh, 
Thus  hearkens  to  the  Hounds,  and  trembles  at  the  Cry; 
Nor  dares  me  itir,  for  fear  her  fcented  Breath 
Direct  the  Dogs,  and  guide  the  threaten'd  Death. 
Alpheus  in  the  Cloud  no  Traces  found 
To  mark  my  Way,  yet  ftays  to  guard  the  Ground. 
The  God  fo  near,  a  chilly  Sweat  poilefl 
My  fainting  Limbs,  at  ev'ry  Pore  expreil ; 
My  Strength  diftilPd  in  Drops,  my  Hair  in  Dew, 
My  Form  was  chang'd,  and  all  my  Subftance  new. 
Each  Motion  was  a  Stream,  and  my  whole  Frame 
Turn'd  to  a  Fount,  which  flill  preferves  my  Name, 
Refol'/d  I  fiiou'd  not  his  Embrace  efcape, 
Again  the  God  refumes  his'Huid  Shape  ; 
To  mix  his  Streams  with  mine  he  fondly  tries, 
But  ftill  Diana  his  Attempt  denies. 
She  cleaves  tile- Ground;  thro1  Caverns  dark  I  r«» 
A  different  Current,  while  he  keeps  his  own. 
To  dear  Ortygia  me  condu&s  my  Way, 
And  here  1  firft  review  the  welcome  Day. 
Here  Arethufa  ftopt  ;  then  Ceres  takes 
Her  Golden  Carr,  and  yokes  her  foxy  Snakes ; 
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With  a  juft  Rein,  along  Mid-heaven  (he  flies 
O'er  Earth,  and  Seas,  and  cuts  the  yielding  Skies. 
She  halts  at  Athens,  dropping  like  a  Star, 
And  to  Triptolemus  refigns  her  Carr. 
Parent  of  Seed,  (he  gave  him  fruitful  Grain, 
And  bad  him  teach  to  till  and  plough  the  Plain  ; 
The  Seed  to  fow,  as  well  in  fallow  Fields, 
As  where  the  Soil  manur'd  a  richer  Harveft  yields. 

The  Transformation  of  L  y  n  c  u  s. 

The  Youth  o'er  Europe  and  o'er  Afia  drives, 
'Till  at  the  Court  of  Lyncus  he  arrives. 
The  Tyrant  Scythias  barb'rous  Empire  fway'd  \] 
And,  when  he  faw  Triptolemus,  he  faid, 
How  cam' ft  thou,  Stranger,  to  our  Court,  and  why  ? 
Thy  Country,  and  thy  Name?  The  Youth  did  thus  reply  l 
Triptolemus  my  Name ;  my  Country's  known 
O'er  all  the  World,  Minerva  's  fav'rite  Town, 
Athens,  the  firft  of  Cities  in  Renown. 
By  Land  I  neither  walk'd,  nor  faiPd  by  Sea, 
But  hither  thro'  the  JEther  made  my  Way. 
By  me,  the  Goddefs  who  the  Fields  befriends, 
Thefe  Gifts,  the  greateft  of  all  Bleflings,  fends. 
The  Grain  (he  gives  if  in  your  Soil  you  fow, 
Thence  wholfome  Food  in  golden  Crops  (hall  grow. 

Soon  as  the  Secret  to  the  King  was  known, 
He  grudg'd  the  Glory  of  the  Service  done, 
And  wickedly  refolv'd  to  make  it  all  his  own. 
To  hide  his  Purpofe,  he  invites  his  Gueft, 
The  Friend  of  Ceres,  to  a  royal  Feafl, 
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And  wfren  fweet  Sleep  his  heavy  Eyes  had  feiz'd, 
The  Tyrant  with  his  Steel  attempts  his  Breaft. 
Him  flrait  a  Lynx's  Shape  the  Goddefs  gives,. 
And  home  the  Youth  her  facred  Dragons  drives. 

The  Pieri&es  transformed  to   Magpies 

The  chofen  Mufe  here  ends  her  facred  Lays; 
The  Nymphs  unanimous  decree  the  Bays, 
And  give  the  Heliconian  Goddeffes  the  Praife. 
Then,  far  from  vain  that  we  fhou'd  thus  prevail, 
Bat  much  provok'd  to  hear  the  VanquinYd  rail, 
Calliope  refumesj  Too  long  we've  born 
Your  daring  Taunts,,  and  your  affronting  Scorn  i 
Your  Challenge  juftly  merited  a  Curfe, 
And  this  unmanner'd  Railing  makes  it  worfe. 
Since  you  refufe  us  calmly  to  enjoy 
Our  Patience,  next  our  Patfions  we'll  employ  , 
The  Bi&ates  of  a  Mind  enrag'd  purfue, 
And,  what  our  juft  Refentment  bids  us,  do. 

The  Railers  laugh,  our  Threats  and  Wrath  defpife, 
And  clap  their  Hands,  and  make  a  fcolding  Noife; 
But  in  the  Fa&  they're  feiz'd ;  beneath  their  Nails 
Feathers  they  feel,  and  on  their  Faces  Scales ; 
Their  horny  Beaks  at  once  each  other  fcare, 
Their  Arms  are  plunVd,  and  on  their  Backs  they  bear 
Py'd  Wings,  and  flutter  in  the  fleeting  Air. 
Chatt'ring,  the  Scandal  of  the  Woods  they  fly, 
And  there  continue  ftill  their  clam'rous  Cry  : 
The  fame  their  Eloquence,  as  Maids,  or  Birds, 
Now  only  None,  and  nothing  then  but  Words. 

the  End  of  the  Fifth  Book. 

OVIDV 


*  s 


I 


OVID'; 

metamorphoses: 

BOOK     VI. 


Translated  by  Mr.  Croxall, 

The    Transformation    of    Arachne    into  a    Spider, 

W^?M?^5^  4 L  L  J S,  attending  to  the  Mufe's  Song, 
Jfi  fe|V^1  Approved  the  juft   Refentment   of  their 
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Wrong ; 


J  BB§1]|  And  thus  reflets ;  While  tamely  I  com- 


mend 

Thofe  who  their  injur'd  Deities  defend, 
My  own  Divinity  affronted  ftands, 
And  calis  aloud  for  Juftice  at  my  Hands ; 
Then  takes  the  Hint,  afham'd  to  lag  behind, 
And  on  Arachne  bends  her  vengeful   Mind y 
Gne  at  the  Loom  fo  excellently  skill'd, 
TShat  to  the  Goddefs  me  refus'd  to  yield. 
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Low  was  her  Birth,  and  fmall  her  native  Town» 
She  from  her  Art  alone  obtained  Renown. 
Idmon,  her  Father,,  made  it  his  Employ, 
To  give  the  fpungy  Fleece  a  purple  Dye : 
Of  Vulgar  Strain  her  Mother,  lately  dead, 
With  her  own  Rank  had  been  content  to  wed; 
Yet  me  their  Daughter,  tho1  her  Time  was  fpenfc 
In  a  fmali  Hamlet,  and  of  mean  Defcent, 
Thro'  the  great  Towns  of  Lydia  gain'd  a  Name, 
And  fill'd  the  neighb'iing  Countries  with  her  Fame.- 

Oft,  to  admire  the  Nicenefs  of  her  Skill, 
The  Nymph  would  quit  their  Fountain,.  Shade,  or  Hill  r 
Thither,  from  green  Tymolus,  they  repair, 
And  leave  the  Vineyards,  their  peculiar  Care ; 
Thither,  from  fam'd  Pafiolus    golden  Stream, 
Drawn  by  her  Art,  the"  curious  Naiads  came. 
Nor  would  the  Work,  when  iinim'd,  pleafe  fo  much,. 
As,  while  (he  wrought,  to  view  each  graceful  Touchy. 
Whether  the  fhapelefs  Wool  in  Balls  me  wound,. 
Or  with  quick  Motion  turn'd  the  Spindle  round,- 
Or  with  her  Pencil  drew  the  neat  Defign, 
T  alias  her  Mifcrefs  mone  in  every  Line. 
This  the  proud  Maid  with  fcornfui  Air  denies* 
And  ev*n  the  Goddefs  at  her  Work  defies ; 
Difowns  her  heav'nly  Miftrefs  ev'ry  Hour, 
Nor  asks  her  Aid,  nor  deprecates  her  Pow'r. 
Let  us,  me  cries,  but  to  a  Tryal  come, 
And,  if  fhe  conquers,  let  her  fix  my  Doom. 

The  Goddefs  then  a  Beldame's  Form  put  on, 
With  filver  Hairs  her  hoary  Temples  fhone  j 
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Prop'd  by  a  Staff,  fhe  hobbles  in  her  Walk, 
And  tott'ring  thus  begins  her  old  Wives'  Talk. 

Young  Maid  attend,  nor  flubbornly  defpifc 
The  Admonitions  of  the  Old,  and  Wife; 
For  Age,  tho'  fcorn'd,  a  ripe  Experience  bear», 
That  golden  Fruit,  unknown  to  blooming  Years : 
Still  may  remoteft  Fame  your  Labours  crown, 
And  Mortals  your  fuperior  Genius  own ; 
But  to  the  Goddefs  yield,  and  humbly  meek 
A  Pardon  for  your  bold  Preemption  feek; 
The  Goddefs  will  forgive.     At  this  the  Maid, 
With  PalTion  hVd,  her  gliding  Shuttle  ftay'd  5  - 
And,  darting  Vengeance  with  an  angry  Look, 
To  Pallas  in  Difguife  thus  fiercely  fpoke. 

Thou  doating  Thing,  whofe  idle  babling  Tongut 
But  too  well  (hews  the  Plague  of  living  long  ; 
Hence,  and  reprove,  with  this  your  fage  Advicea 
Your  giddy  Daughter,  or  your  aukward  Niece,; 
Know,  I  defpife  your  Counfel,  and  am  Hill 
A  Woman,  ever  wedded  to  my  Will ; 
And,  if  your  skilful  Goddefs  better  knows/ 
Let  her  accept  the  Tryal  I  propofe. 

She  does,  impatient  Pallas  ilrait  replies, 
And,  cloath'd  with  heavenly  Light,  fprung  from  toir 

odd  Difguife,  1 

The  Nympbs,  and  Virgins  of  the  Plain  adore 
The  awful  Goddefs,  and  confefs  her  Pow'r ; 
The  Maid  alone  flood  unappall'd ;  yet  fhow'd 
A  tranfient  Blu(h,  that  for  a  Moment  glow'd, 
Then  difappear'd ;  as  purple  Streaks  adorn 
The  opening  Beauties  of  the  rofy  Morn ; 
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^ill  Vhcebus  rifing  prevalently  bright, 

Allays  the  Tinclure  with  his  Silver  Light. 

Yet  me  perfifls,  and  obltinately  great, 

In  hopes  of  Conqueft  hurries  on  her  Fate. 

The  Goddefs  now  the  Challenge  waves  no  more>. 

Nor,  kindly  good,  advifes  as  before. 

Strait  to  their  Potts  appointed  both  repair, 

And  fix  their  threaded  Looms  with  equal  Care : 

Around  the  folid  Beam  the  Web  is  ty'd, 

While  hollow  Canes  the  parting  Warp  divide ; 

Thro'  which  with  nimble  Flight  the  Shuttles  play,    J 

And  for  the  Woof  prepare  a  ready  Way  j  C 

The  Woof  and  Warp  unite,  prefs'd  by  the  toothy  Slay.  X 

Thus  both,  their  Mantles  button'd  to  their  Breaft, 
Their  skilful  Fingers  ply  with  willing  hafte, 
And  work  with  Pleafure;  while  they  chear  the  Eye 
With  glowing  Purple  of  the  Syrian  Dye  : 
Or,  juftly  intermixing  Shades  with  Light, 
Their  Colourings  infenfibly  unite, 
As  when  a  ShowV  tranfpierc'd  with  Sunny  Rays,» 
Its  mighty  Arch  along  the  Heav'n  difplays; 
From  whence  a  thoufand  diffVent  Colours  rife, 
Whofe  fine  Tranfition  cheats  the  cleared  Eyes» 
'So  like  the  intermingled  Shading  feems, 
And  onjji,  differs  in  the  laft  Extreams. 
Then  Threads  of  Gold  both  artfully  difpofe, 
And,  as  each  Part  in  juft  Proportion  rofe, 
Some  antique  Fable  in  their  Work  difclofe, 

Pallas  in  Figures  wrought  the  heav'nly  Pow'rs, 
And  Maris  Hill  among  th'  Athenian  Tow'rs. 
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On  lofty  Thrones  twice  fix  Celeftials  fate, 
Jov e  in  the  Midft,  and  held  their  warm  Debate  ; 
The  Subject  weighty,  and  well-known  to  Fame* 
From  <zvbom  the  City  Jhoud  receive  its  name. 
Each  God  by  proper  Features  was  expreft, 
Jove  with  majeftick  Mein  excell'd  the  reft. 
His  three-fork'd  Mace  the  dewy  Sea- God  fhook, 
And,  looking  fternly,  fmote  the  ragged  Rock  j 
When  from  the  Stone  leapt  forth  a  ipintely  Steed, 
And  Neptune  claims,  the  City  for  the  Deed. 

Herfelf  me  blazons,,  with  a  glittering  Spear, 
And  crefled  Helm  that  veil'd  her  braided  Hair, 
With  Shield,  and  fcaly  Breaft-plate,  Implemei 

War. 

Struck  with  her  pointed  Launce,  the  teeming  Earth 
Seem'd  to  produce  a  new  furprizing  Birth ; , 
When,  from  the  Glebe,  the  Pledge  of  Conqueft  fprung, 
A  Tree  pale  green  with  fairefl  Olives  hung.   . 

And  then,  to  let  her  giddy  Rival  learn 
What  juft  Rewards  fuch  Boldnefs  was  to  earn,. 
Four  Tryals  at  each  Corner  had  their  Part, 
Dehgrfd  in  Miniature,  and  touch'd  with  Art. 
Ucemvs  in  one,  and  Rbodope  of  Thrace r 
Transformed  to  Mountains,  fiil'd  the  foremoft  Places  ] 
Who  claim'd  the  Titles  of  the  Gods  above, 
And  vainly  us'd  the.  Epithets  of  Jove. 
Another  fliew'd,  where  the  Pigmcsan  Dame, 
Profaning  Juno's  venerable  Name, 
Turn'd  to  an  airy  Crane,  defcends  from  far, 
And  with  her  Pigmy  Subjects  wages  War. 
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In  a  third  Part,  the  Rage  of  HeavVs  great  Queen, 
Difplay'd  on  proud  Antigon},  was  feen: 
Who  with  prefumptuous  Boldnefs  dar'd  to  vye, 
For  Beauty,  with  the  Emprefs  of  the  Sky. 

x  Ah !  what  avails  her  ancient  Princely  Race, 
Her  Sire  a  King,  and  Troy  her  native  Place? 
Now,  to  a  noify  Stork  transform'd,  me  flies/ 
And  with  her  whiten'd  Pinions  cleaves  the  Skies. 
And  in  the  laft  remaining  Part  was  drawn 
Poor  Cinyras,  that  feem'd  to  weep  in  Stone; 
Ciafping  the  Temple  Steps,  he  fadly  mournU 
His  lovely  Daughters,  now  to  Marble  turn'd. 
With  her  own  Tree  the  finiAVd  Piece  is  crown'd, 
And  Wreaths  of  peaceful  Olive  all  the  Work  furrourtfL 

Arachne  drew  the  fam'd  Intrigues  of  Jove, 
Ohang'd  to  a  Bull,  to  gratify  his  Lover 

»   How  thro'  the  briny  Tide  all  foaming  Hoar, 
Lovely  Europa  on  his  Back  he  bore. 
The  Sea  feem'd  waving,  and  the  trembling  Maid 
Shrunk  up  her  tender  Feet,  as  if  afraid  j 
And,  looking  back  on  the  forfaken  Strand, 
To  her  Companions  wafts  her  diftant  Hand* 
Next  fhe  defign'd  Apria's  fabled  Rape, 
When  J  we  aflum'd  a  foaring  Eagle's  Shape : 
And  fhew'd  how  Leda  lay  fupinely  prefs'd, 
Whilft  the  foft  fnowy  Swan  fate  hov'ring  o'er  her  Brea&. 
How  in  a  Satyr's  Form  the  God  beguil'd*  - 
When  fair  Antiope  with  Twins  he  fiilU 
Then,  like  Amphitryon,  but  a  real  Jove, 
In  fair  Jtcmena's  Arms  he  cool'd  his  Love.  - 
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In  fluid  Gold  to  Danaes  Heart  he  came, 
JEgina  felt  him  in  a  lambent  Flame. 
He  took  Mnemofyne  in  Shepherd's  Make, 
And  for  Diois  was  a  fpeckled  Snake. 

She  made  thee,  Neptune y  like  a  wanton  Steer 
Pacing  the  Meads  for  Love  of  Am}  dear; 
Next  like  a  Stream,  thy  burning  Flame  to  flake* 
And  like  a  Ram,  for  fair  Bifaltis    Sake. 
Then  C*ra  in  a  Steed  your  Vigour  try'd, 
Nor  cou'd  the  Mare  the  yellow  Goddefs  hide. 
Next,  to  a  Fowl  transform'd,  you>  won  by  Force 
The  Snake-hair'd  Mother  of  the  winged  Horfc3 
And  in  a  Dolphin's  fifhy  Form,  fubdu'd 
Melantho  fweet  beneath  the  oozy  Flood. 

All  thefe  the  Maid  with  lively  Features  drew*  , 
And  open'd  proper  Landskips  to  the  View. 
There  Phcebus,  roving  like  a  Country  Swain,*. 
Attunes  his  jolly  Pipe  along  the  Plain; 
For  lovely  Iff?s  Sake  in  Shepherd's  Weeds. 
O'er  Paftures  green  his  bleating  Flock  he  feeds.  • 
There  Bacchus,  imag'd  like  the  cluft'ring  Grape,  . 
Melting  bedrops  Erigone*s  fair  Lap; 
And  there  old  Saturn,  flung  with  youthful  Heat,- 
Form'd  like  a  Scallicn,  rufhes  to  the  Feat. 
Erelh  .Flow'rs,  which  Twifts  of  Ivy  intertwine, 
Mingling  a  running  Foliage,  elofe  the  neat  Defign^ 

This  the  bright  Goddefs  paflionately  raov'd,- 
With  Envy  faw,  yet  inwardly  approv'd. 
The  Scene  of  heav'nly  Guilt  with  hafte  fhe  tore,  - 
Nor  longer  the  Affront  with  Patience  bore; 
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A  boxen  Shuttle  in  her  Hand  fhe  took, 
And  more  than  once  Arachneh  Forehead  ftruck. 
Th'  unhappy  Maid,  impatient  of  the  Wrong, 
Down  from  a  Beam  her  injur'd  Perfon  hung; 
When  Pallas,  pitying  her  wretched  State, 
At  once  prevented,  and  pronounc'd  her  Fate ; 
Live ;.  but  depend,  vile  Wretch,  the  Goddefs  cry'd, 
Doom'd  in  Sufpenfe  for  ever  to  be  ty'd; 
That  all  your  Race,  to  utmofl  Date  of  Time, 
May  feel  the  Vengeance,  and  deteft  the  Crime. 
Then,  going  off,  fhe  fprinkled  her  with  Juice, 
Which  Leaves  of  baneful  Aconite  produce. 
Touch'd  with  the  pois'nous  Drug,  her  flowing  Hab 
Fell  to  the  Ground,  and  left  her  Temples  bare » 
Her  ufual  Features  vanim'd  from  their  Place,, 
Her  Body  leffen'd  all,  but  moil  her  Face; 
Her  flender  Fingers,  hanging  on  each  Side 
With  many  Joints,  the  ufe  of  Legs  fupply'd  r 
A  Spider's  Bag  the  reft,  from  which  me  gives' 
A  Thread,  and  ftill  by  conftant  Weaving  lives. 

T'/je  Story  of  N  i  o  b  e. 

Swift  thro\the  Phrygian  Towns  the  Rumour  Rles,, 
«And  theftrange  News  each  female  Tongue  employs! 
Niobe,  who  before  me  married  knew 
The  famous  Nymph,  now  found  the  Story  true; 
Yet,  unreclaim'd  by  poor  Jracbne's  Fate, 
Vainly  above  the  Gods  affum'd  a  State. 
Her  Husband's  Fame,  their  Family's  Defcenr, 
Their  Fow'r,  and  rich  Dominions  wide  Extent,, 

Might: 
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Might  well  have  juftify'd  a  decent  Pride  j 

But  not  on  thefe  alone  the  Dame  rely'd. 

Her  lovely  Progeny  that  far  excell'd, 

The  Mother's  Heart  with  vain  Ambition  (weird: 

The  happieft  Mother  not  unjuftly  ftyPd, 

Had  no  conceited  Thoughts  her  tow'ring  Fancy  fillU 

For  once  a  Prophetefs,  with  Zeal  infpir'd, 
Their  flow  Neglett  to  warm  Devotion  fir'd ; 
Thro'  ev'ry  Street  of  Thebes  who  ran  poHeiVd, 
And  thus  in  Accents  wild  her  Charge  exprefc'd: 
Halle,  hafte,  ye  Tbelan  Matrons,  and  adore, 
With  hallow'd  Rites,  Latonas  mighty  Pow'r; 
And  to  the  heav'nly  Twins  that  from  her  fpring, 
With  Laurel  crown'd,  your  fmoking  Incenfe  bring. 
Strait  the  great  Summons  ev'ry  Dame  obey'd, 
And  due  Submiffion  to  the  Goddefs  paid : 
Graceful,  with  Laurel  Chaplets  drefs'd,  they  came, 
And  offer'd  Incenfe  in  the  facred  Flame. 

Mean  while,  furrounded  with  a  courtly  Guard, 
The  royal  Niobe  in   State  appear'd  j 
Attir'd  in  Robes  embroider'd  o'er  with  Gold, 
And  mad  with  Rage,  yet  lovely  to  behold : 
Her  comely  Treffes,  trembling  as  me  Hood, 
Down  her  fine  Neck  with  eafy  Motion  nWd; 
Then,  darting  round  a  proud  difdainful  Look, 
In  haughty  Tone  her  hafty  Paffion  broke, 
And  thus  began;  What  Madnefs  this,  to  court 
A  Goddefs,  founded  meerly  on  Report? 
Dare  ye  a  poor  pretended  Pow'r  invoke, 
While  yet  no  Altars  to  my  Godhead  fmoke  ? 
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Mine,  whofe  immediate  Lineage  ftands  confefs'd         ^ 

From  Tantalus,  the  only  mortal  Gueft  L 

That  e'er  the  Gods  admitted  to  their  Feait.  3 

A  Siller  of  the  Pleiads  gave  me  Birth  5 

And  Mas,  mightieft 'Mountain  upon  Earth, 

Who  bears  the  Globe  of  all  the  Sta'rs  above, 

My  Grandfire  was,  and  Atlas  fprung  from  fp<vi. 

The  Theban  Towns  my  Majeity  adore, 

And  neighb'ring  Phrygia  trembles  at  my  PowY: 

Rais'd  by  my  Husband's  Lute,  with  Turrets  crown?d> 

Our  lofty  City  Hands  fecur'd  around. 

Within  my  Court,  where-e'er  I  turn  my  Eyes, 

Unbounded  Treafures  to  my  Profpeft  rife: 

With  thefe  my  Face  I  modeflly  may  name, 

As  not  unworthy  of  fo  high  a  Claim; 

Seven  are  my  Daughters  of  a  Form  divine,      ' 

With  feven  fair  Sons,  an  indefeftive  Line. 

Go,  Fools  I  confider  this;  and  ask  the  Caufe 

From  which  my  Pride  its  ilrong  Prefumption  draw*? 

Conlider  this;  and  then  prefer  to  me 

Cans  the  Titan's  vagrant  Progeny ; 

To  whom,  in  Travel,  the  whole  fpacious  Earth 

No  Room  afforded  for  her  fpurious  Birth. 

Not  the  leaf*  Part  in  Earth,  in  Heav'n,  or  Seas, 

Would  grant  your  out-law'd  Goddefs  any  Eafe : 

'Till  pitying  hers,  from  his  own  wand'ring  Cafe, 

Dehs,  the  floating  Ifland,  gave  a  Place. 

There  me  a  Mother  was,  of  two  at  moft  ; 

Only  the  feventh  Part  of  what  I  boaft. 

My  Joys  all  are  beyond  Sufpicion  hVd  ; 

With  no  Pollutions  of  Misfortune  mix'd; 
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Safe  on  the  Bajts  of  my  Pow'r  I  ftand, 

Above  the  Reach  of  Fortune's  fickle  Hand. 

Leflen  fhe  may  my  inexhaufted  Store, 

And  much  deftroy,  yet  flill  muft  leave  m»  more. 

Suppofe  it  poffible  that  fome  may  die 

Of  this  my  numerous  lovely  Progeny  ; 

Still  with  Latona  I  might  fafely  vye : 

Who,  by  her  fcanty  Breed  T  fcarce  fit  to  name, 

But  juft  efcapes  the  childlefs  Woman's  Shame. 

Go  then,  with  Speed  your  laurel'd  Heads  uncrown, 

And  leave  the  filly  Farce  you  have  begun. 

The  tim'rous  Throng  their  facred  Rites  forbore, 
And  from  their  Heads  the  verdant  Laurel  tore  j 
Their  haughty  Queen  they  with  Regret  obey'd, 
And  ftill  in  gentle  Murmurs  foftly  pray'd. 

High,  on  the  Top  of  Cyntbui  fhady  Mount, 
With  Grief  the  Goddefs  faw  the  bafe  Affront ; 
And,  the  Abufe  revolving  in  her  Breaft, 
The  Mother  her  Twin-offspring  thus  addreft. 

Lo  I,  my  Children,  who  with  Comfort  knew 
Your  Godlike  Birth,  and  thence  my  Glory  drew  5 
And  thence  have  claim'd  Precedency  of  Place 
From  all  but  J  una  of  the  heav'nly  Race, 
Muft  now  defpair,  and  Ianguifn.  in  Difgrace. 
My  Godhead  queflion'd,  and  all  Rites  Divine, 
Unlefs  you  mccour,  banifh'd  from  my  Shrine. 
Nay  more,  the  Imp  of  Tantalus  has  flung 
Reflections  with  her  vile  paternal  Tongue ; 
Has  dar'd  prefer  her  mortal  Breed  to  mine, 
And  caird  me  childlefs;  which,  juft  Fate,  may  me  repine  I 
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When  to  urge  more  the  Goddefs  was  prepaid, 
Phcsbus  in  haite  replies,  Too  much  we've  heard, 
And  ev'ry  Moment's Joft,  while  Vengeance  is  defer'd 
Diana  fpoke  the  fame.     Then  both  enfnroud 
Their  heav'nly  Bodies  in  a  fable  Cloud ; 
And  to  the  Ibeban  Tow'rs  defcending  light, 
Thro'  the  foft  yielding  Air  direct  their  Flight. 

Without  the  Wall  there  lies  a  champain  Ground 
With  even  Surface,  far  extending  round, 
Beaten  and  level'd,  while  it  daily  feels 
The  trampling  Horfe,  and  Chariot's  grinding  Wheels. 
Part  of  proud  Niobis  young  rival  Breed, 
Praclifing  there  to  ride  the  manag'd  Steed, 
Their  Bridles  bofs'd  with  Gold,  were  mounted  higk 
On  ftately  Furniture  of  Tyrian  Dye. 
Of  thefe,  Ifmenos,  who  by  Birth  had  been 
The  firft  fair  Iffue  of  the  fruitful  Queen, 
Juft  as  he  drew  the  Rein  to  guide  his  Horfe 
Around  the  Compafs  of  the  circling  Courfe, 
Sigh'd  deeply,  and  the  Pangs  of  Smart  exprefs'd,. 
While  the  Shaft  ftuck,  engor'd  within  his  Breaft: 
And,  the  Reins  dropping  from  his  dying  Hand,* 
He  funk  quite  down,  and  tumbled  on  the  Sand. 
Sipylus  next  the  rattling  Quiver  heard, 
And  with  full  Speed  for  his  Efcape  prepar'd ; 
As  when  the  Pilot  from  the  black'ning  Skiea 
A  gath'ring  Storm  of  wintry  Rain  defcries, 
His  Sails  unfurl'd,  and  crowded  all  with  Wind, 
He  ftrives  to  leave  the  threading  Cloud  behind : 
So  fled  the  Youth ;  but  an  unerring  Dart 
©'ertook  him,  quick  difcharg'd,  and  fped  with  Art ; 
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Fix'd  in  his  Neck  behind,  it  trembling  flood, 

And  at  his  Throat  difplay'd  the  Point  befmear'd  with 

Blood. 
Prone,  as  his  Podure  was,  he  tumbled  o'er, 
And  bath'd  his  Courfer's  Mane  with  (learning  Gore. 
Next  at  young  Vh&dimus  they  took  their  Aim, 
And  Tantalus y  who  bore  his  Giandfire's  Name  : 
Thefe,  when  their  other  Exercife  was  done, 
To  try  the  Wrefller's  oily  Sport  begun ; 
And,  ftraining  ev'ry  Nerve,  their  Skill  exprefs'd 
In  clofeft  Grapple,  joining  Breaft  to  Breaft : 
When  from  the  bending  Bow  an  Arrow  lent, 
Joyn'd  as  they  were,  thro'  both  their  Bodies  went  : 
Both  groan'd,  and  writhing  both  their  Limbs  with  Pain, 
They  fell  together  bleeding  on  the  Plain ; 
Then  both  their  languid  Eye  balls  faintly  roul, 
And  thus  together  breathe  away  their  Soul. 
With  Grief  Jlphsnor  faw  their  doleful  Plight,    • 
And  fmote  his  Breaft,  and  licken'd  at  the  Sight; 
Then  to  their  Succour  ran  with  eager  hafle, 
And,  fondly  griev'd,  their  ftifPning  Limbs  embraced  s 
But  in  the  Aclion  falls :  A  thrilling  Dart, 
By  Phoebus  guided,  pierc'd  him  to  the  Heart. 
This,  as  they  drew  it  forth,  his  Midriff  tore,]  — 

Its  barbed  Point  the  flefhy  Fragments  bore,  C 

And  let  the  Soul  gum  out  in  Streams  of  purple  Gore.  3 
But  Damajichthgu,  by  a  double  Wound, 
Beardlefs,  and  young,  lay  gafping  on  the  Ground. 
Fix'd  in  his  fmewy  Ham,  the  fteely  Point 
Stuck  thro'  his  Knee,  and  pierc'd  the  nervous  Joint :  ] 
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And,  as  he  ftoop'd  to  tug  the  painful  Dart, 

Another  ftuck  him  in  a  vital  Part  j 

Shot  thro*  his  Wezon,  by  the  Wing  it  hung, 

The  Life-blood  forc'd  it  out,  and  darting  upward  fprung. 

Ilioneus,  the  laft,  with  Terror  ftands, 

Lifting  in  Pray'r  his  unavailing  Hands  i 

And,  ignorant  from  whom  his  Griefs  arife, 

Spare  me,  O  all  ye  heav'nly  Pow'rs,  he  cries: 

Phoebus  was  touch'd  too  late,  the  founding  Bow 

Had  fent  the  Shaft,  and  ftruck  the  fatal  Blow  I 

Which  yet  but  gently  gor'd  his  tender  Side, 

So  by  a  flight  and  eafy  Wound  he  dy*d. 

Swift  to  the  Mother's  Ears  the  Rumour  came» 
And  doleful  Sighs  the  heavy  News  proclaim  ; 
With  Anger  and  Surprize  inflam'd  by  turns, 
In  furious  Rage  her  haughty  Stomach  burns: 
Firft  fhe  difputes  th' Effete  of  heav'nly  Pow'r, 
Then  at  their  daring  Boldnefs  wonders  more.; 
For  poor  Amphion  with  fore  Grief  diftreft, 
Hoping  to  footh  his  Cares  by  endlefs  Reft, 
Had  fheath'd  a  Dagger  in  his  wretched  Breaft. 
And  fhe,  who  tofs'd  her  high  difdainful  Head, 
When  thro'  the  Streets  in  folemn  Pomp  fhe  led 
The  Throng  that  from  LatoncCs  Altar  fled, 
Affuming  State  beyond  the  proudeft  Queen, 
Wa3  now  the  miferableft  Objecl  feen. 
Proflrate  among  the  clay-cold  Dead  fhe  fell,  ] 
And  kifs'd  an  undiftinguinYd  laft  Farewel. 
Then  her  pale  Arms  advancing  to  the  Skid, 
Cruel  Latsna !  triumph  now,  fhe  cries. 
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My  grieving  Soul  in  bitter  Anguifh  drench, 

And  with  my  Woes  your  thirfty  Paffion  quench  ; 

Feafl  your  black  Malice  at  a  Price  thus  dear, 

While  the  fore  Pangs  of  fev'n  fuch  Deaths  I  bear. 

Triumph,  too  cruel  Rival,  and  difplay 

Your  conquering  Standard ;  for  you've  won  the  Day. 

Vet  I'll  excel ;  for  yet,  tho'  fev'n  are  flain, 

Superior  ftill  in  Number  I  remain. 

Scarce  had  fhefpoke,  the  Bow-firing's  twanging  Sound-* 

Was  heard,  and  dealt  frefh  Terrors  all  around  ;  S 

Which  all,  but  Nioh)  alone,  confound.  % 

Stunn'd,  and  obdurate  by  her  Load  of  Grief, 

Infenfible  fhe  fits,  nor  hopes  Relief. 

Before  the  fun'ral  Biers,  all  weeping  fad, 
Her  Daughters  flood,  in  Veils  of  Sable  clad. 
When  one,  furpriz'd,  and  flung  with  fudden  Smart, 
In  vain  attempts  to  draw  the  flicking  Dart : 
But  to  grim  Death  her  blooming  Youth  refigns, 
And  o'er  her  Brother's  Corpfe  her  dying  Head  reclines, 
This,  to  afluage  her  Mother's  Anguifh  tries,  i 
And,  filenc'd  in  the  pious  Aftion,  dies; 
Shot  by  a  fecret  Arrow,  wing'd  with  Death, 
Her  fault'ring  Lips  but  only  gafp'd  for  Breath. 
One,  on  her  dying  Sifter,  breathes  her  laft  j 
Vainly  in  Flight  another's  Hopes  are  plac'd  : 
This  hiding,  from  her  Fate  a  fhelter  feeks  i 
That  trembling  ftands,  and  fills  the  Air  with  Shrieks. 
And  all  in  vain ;  for  now  all  fix  had  found 
Their  Way  to  Death,  each  by  a  different  Wound. 
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The  laft,  with  eager  Care  the  Mother  veil'd,  % 

Behind  her  fpreading  Mantle  clofe  conceal'd,  > 

And  with  her  Body  guarded,  as  a  Shield.  i 

Only  for  this,  this  youngeft,  I  implore, 
Grant  me  this  one  Requeft,  I  ask  no  more; 
O  Grant  me  this  ?  me  paffionately  cries : 
But  while  fhe  fpeaks,  the  deftin'd  Virgin  dies. 

<2!he  transformation  of  Niobe, 

r  Widow'd,  and  Childlefs,  lamentable  State  \ 
A  doleful  Sight,  among  the  Dead  fhe  fate  ; 
Harden'd  with  Woes,  a  Statue  of  Defpair, 
To  ev'ry  Breath  of  Wind  unmov'd  her  Hair; 
Her  Cheek  flill  redd'ning,  but  its  Colour  dead, 
Faded  her  Eyes,  and  fet  within  her  Head. 
No  more  her  pliant  Tongue  its  Motion  keeps» 
But  ftands  congeaPd  within  her  frozen  Lips. 
Stagnate,  and  dull,  within  her  purple  Veins, 
Its  Current  flop'd,  the  lifelefs  Blood  remains. 
Her  Feet  their  ufual  Offices  refufe, 
Her  Arms,  and  Neck  theiu  graceful  Geflures  lofe : 
Adlion,  and  Life  from  ev'ry  Part  are  gone, 
And  ev'n  her  Entrails  turn  to  folid  Stone; 
Yet  ltill  me  weeps,  and  whirl'd  by  flormy  Winds, 
Born  thro1  the  Air,  her  native  Country  finds ; 
There  flx'd,  fhe  fiands  upon  a  bleaky  Hill 
There  yet  her  marble  Cheeks  eternal  Tears  diitil. 
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$he  Peafants  of  Lycia  transformed  to  Frogs. 

Then  all,  reclaim'd  by  this  Example,  fhow'd 
A  due  Regard  for  each  peculiar  God  : 
Both  Men,  and  Women  their  Devoirs  exprefs'd, 
And  great  Latonas  awful  Povv'r  confefs'd. 
Then,  tracing  Inflances  of  older  Time, 
To  fuit  the  Nature  of  the  prefent  Crime, 

Thus  one  begins  his  Tale. Where  Lycia  yield* 

A  golden  Harvefl  from  its  fertile  Fields, 

Some  churlifh  Peafants,  in  the  Days  of  Yore, 

Provok'd  the  Goddefs  to  exert  her  Pow'r. 

The  thing  indeed  the  Meannefs  of  the  Place 

Has  made  obfcure,  furprizing  as  it  was; 

But  I  my  felf  once  happen'd  to  behold 

This  famous  Lake  of  which  the  Story's  told. 

My  Father  then,  worn  out  by  Length  of  Day», 

Nor  able  to  fuftain  the  tedious  Ways, 

Me  with  a  Guide  had  fent  the  Plains  to  roam, 

And  drive  his  well-fed  ftragling  Heifers  home. 

Here,  as  we  faunter'd  thro1  the  verdant  Meads, 

We  fpy'd  a  Lake  o'er-grown  with  trembling  Reeds, 

Whofe  wavy  Tops  an  op'ning  Scene  difclofe, 

From  which  an  antique  fmoaky  Altar  rofe. 

I,  as  my  fuperftitious  Guide  had  done,  * 

Stop'd  fhort,  and  blefs'd  my  felf,  and  then  went  on; 

Yet  I  enquir'd  to  whom  the  Altar  Hood, 

Faunus,  the  Naids,  or  fome  native  God  ? 

No  Silvan  Deity,  my  Friend  replies, 

Enlhritfd  within  this  hallow'd  Altar  lies. 

V  ©  l,  L  N  For 


&i 8      0  v  l  Vs s  Metamorphofes.    Book  VI. 

For  this,  O  Youth,  to  that  fam'd  Goddefs  flands, 
"Whom,  at  tV  imperial  Juno's  rough  Commands, 
Of  ev'ry  Quarter  of  the  Earth  bereavM, 
Delas,  the  floating  Me,  at  length  received. 
Who  there,  in  fpite  of  Enemies,  brought  forth» 
Beneath  an  Olive  Shade,  her  great  Twin-birth. 

Hence  too  fhe  fled  the  furious  Stepdame's  PowV, 
And  in  her  Arms  a  double  Godhead  bore ; 
And  now  the  Borders  of  fair  Lycia  gained, 
Jull  when  the  Summer  SoliHce  parch'd  the  Land. 
With  Thiril  the  Goddefs  languifhing,  no  more 
Her  empty'd  Bread  would  yield  its  milky  Store ; 
When,  from  below,  the  fmiling  Valley  fliow'd 
A  filver  Lake  that  in  its  Bottom  flow'd : 
A  fort  of  Clowns  were  reaping,  near  the  Bank, 
The  bending  Ofier,  and  the  Bulrufh  drank ; 
The  Crefle,  and  Water-lily,  fragrant  Weed, 
Whofe  juicy  Stalk  the  liquid  Fountains  feed. 
The  Goddefs  came,  and  kneeling  on  the  Brink, 
Stoop'd  at  the  frefli  Repaft,  prepared  to  drink. 
Then  thus,  being  hinder'd  by  the  Rabble  Race, 
Jn  Accents  mild  expoftulates  the  Cafe.} 
Water  I  only  ask,  and  fure  'tis  hard 
From  Nature's  common  Rights  to  be  debarred : 
This,  as  the  genial  Sun,  and  vital  Air, 
Should  flow  alike  to  ev'ry  Creature's  Share. 
Yet  mil  I  ask,  and  as  a  Favour  crave, 
That  which,  a  publick  Bounty,  Nature  gave. 
Nor  do  I  feek  my  weary  Limbs  to  drench ; 
Only,  with  one  cool  Draught,  my  Thirit  I'd  quench. 

Now 
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Now  from  my  Throat  the  ufual  Moiflure  dries, 
And  ev'n  my  Voice  in  broken  Accents  dies : 
One  Draught  as  dear  as  Life  I  mould  efteem, 
And  Water,  now  I  thirft,  would  Nettar  feem : 
Oh  !  let  my  little  Babes  your  Pity  move, 
And  melt  your  Hearts  to  charitable  Love  j 
They  (as  by  chance  they  did)  extend  to  you 
Their  little  Hands,  and  my  Requefl  purfue. 

Whom  would  thefe  foft  Perfuafions  not  fubdue, 
Tho'  the  moftruftick,  and  unmanner'd  Crew£ 
Vet  they  the  Goddefs's  Requefl  refufe, 
And  with  rude  Words  reproachfully  abufe : 
Nay  more,  with  fpiteful  .Feet  the  Villains  trod. 
O'er  the  foft  Bottom  of  the  marfhy  Flood,  \ 

And  blacken'd  all  the  Lake  with  Clouds  of  rifing  Mud.  \ 

Her  Thirft  by  Indignation  was  fupprefs'd  ; 
Bent  on  Revenge,  the  Goddefs  flood  confefs'd. 
Her  fuppliant  Hands  uplifting  to  the  Skies, 
For  a  Redrefs,  to  Heav'n  fhe  now  applies. 
And,  May  you  live,  fhe  paffionately  cry'd, 
Doonfd  in  that  Pool  for  ever  to  abide. 

The  Goddefs  has  her  Wifh  ;  for  now  they  chufe 
To  plunge,  and  dive  among  the  watry  Ooze; 
Sometimes  they  fhew  their  Head  above  the  Brim, 
And  on  theglafTy  Surface  fpread  to  fwim  ; 
Often  upon  the  Bank  their  Station  take, 
Then  fpring,  and  leap  into  the  cooly  Lake. 
Still,  void  of  Shame,  they  lead  a  clam'rous  Life, 
And,  croaking,  Hill  fcold  on  in  endiefs  Strife; 
Compeird  to  live  beneath  the  liquid  Stream, 
Where  Hill  they  qaarrel,  and  attempt  to  fcream. 
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Now,  from  their  bloated  Throat,  their  Voice  puts  on 

Xmperfefl  Murmurs  in  a  hoarfer  Tone; 

Their  noify  Jaws,  with  Bawling  now  grown  wide, 

An  ugly  Sig^ht !  extend  on  either  Side : 

Their  motly  Back,  ftreak'd  with  a  Lift  of  Green, 

Joyn'd  to  their  Head,  without  a  Neck  is  feen ; 

And,  with  a  Belly  broad  and  white,  they  look 

Meer  Frogs,  and  ftiil  frequent  the  muddy  Brook. 

£he  Fate  cf  Marsyas. 

Scarce  had  the  Man  this  famous  Story  told, 
Of  Vengeance  on  the  Lycians  mown  of  old, 
When  itrait  Another  pictures  to  their  View 
The  S.atyrs  Fate,  whom  angry  Phoebus  flew; 
Who,  rais'-d  with  high  Conceit,  and  puff'd  with  Pride, 
At  his  own  Pipe  the  skilful  God  defy'd. 
Why  do  you  tear  me  from  my  felf,  he  cries  ? 
Ah  cruel !  mull  my  Skin  be  made  the  Prize  ? 
This  for  a  filly  Pipe  ?  he  roaring  faid, 
Mean-while  the  Skin  from  off  his  Limbs  was  flay'd. 
All  hare,  and  raw,  one  large  continu'd  Wound, 
With  Streams  of  Blood  his  Body  bath'd  the  Ground. 
The  blueifh  Veins  their  trembling  Pulfe  difclos'd, 
The  ftringy  Nerves  lay  naked,  and  expos'd ; 
His  Guts  appear'd,  diftinclly  each  ex^refs'd, 
With  ev'ry  dining  Fibre  of  his  Breaft. 

The  Fauns,  and  Si  Ivans,  with  the  Nymphs  that  rove 
Among  the  Satyrs  in  the  ftiady  Grove ; 
Olympus,  known  of  old,  and  ev'ry  Swain 
That  fed,  or  Flock,  or  Herd  upon  the  Plain, 
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Bewail'd  the  Lofs ;  and  with  their  Tears  that  flow'd, 
A  kindly  Moiiture  on  the  Earth  beftow'd ; 
That  foon,  conjoynd,  and  in  a  Body  rang'd, 
Sprung  from  the  Ground,  to  limpid  Water  chang'd^ 
Which,  down  thro'  Phrygian  Rocks,  a  mighty  Streams- 
Comes  tumbling  to  the  Sea,  and  Marfya  is  its  Name-. 

The  Story  of  Peloids. 

From  thefe  Relations  ft  rait  the  People  turn 
To  prefent  Truths,  and  loft  Amphion  mourn  : 
The  Mother  moft  was  blam'd,  yet  fome  relate 
That  Pe/ops  pity'd,  and  bewail'd  her  Fate, 
And  ftript  his  Cloaths,  and  laid  his  Shoulder  bars, 
And  made  the  Iv'ry  Miracle  appear. 
This  Shoulder,  from  the  firft,  was  form'd  of  Fleflv- 
As  lively  as  the  other,  and  as  frefh ; 
But,  when  the  Youth  was  by  his  Father  flaiii,- 
The  Gods  reftor'd  his  mangled  Limbs  again ; 
Only  that  Place  which  joins  the  Neck  and  Arnv 
The  reft  untouched,  was  found  to  fuffer  Harm: 
The  Lofs  of  which  an  Iv'ry  Piece  fuftain'd ; 
And  thus  the  Youth  his  Limbs,  and  Life  regain'd. 

The  Story  of  Tereus,  Procne,  and' 
Philomela. 

To  Thebes  the  neighboring  Princes  all  repair, 
And  with  Condolence  the  Misfortune  mare. 
Each  bord'ring  State  in  folemn  Form  addrefs'd; 
And  each  betimes  a  friendly  Grief  exprefs'd. 

N  3.  ArgQp 
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Argos,  with  Sparta\  and  Mycenafs  Towns, 

And  Calydon,  yet  free  from  fierce  Diana's  Frowns» 

Corinth  for  fined  Brafs  well  fam'd  of  old, 

Orchmenos  for  Men  of  Courage  bold : 

Clco7ia:  lying  in  the  lowly  Dale, 

And  rich  Meffene  with  its  fertile  Vale: 

Pyfas,  for  Nejiors  City  after  fam'd, 

And  Trazzen,  not  as  yet  from  Pittheus  nam'd. 

And  thofe  fair  Cities,  which  are  hem'd  around 

By  double  Seas  within  the  IJlhmian  Ground » 

And  thofe,  which  farther  from  the  Sea-coaft  (land* 

Lodg'd  in  the  Bofom  of  the  fpacious  Land. 

Who  can  believe  it  ?  Athens  was  the  laft  : 
Tho'  for  Politenefs  fam'd  for  Ages  paft. 
For  a  ftrait  Siege,  which  then  their  Walls  enclosed, 
Such  Ads  of  kind  Humanity  oppos'd : 
And  thick  with  Ships,  from  foreign  Nations  bound, 
Sea- ward  their  City  lay  invefted  round. 

Thefe,  with  auxiliar  Forces  led  from  far, 
Tereus  of  Thrace^  brave,  and  inurM  to  War, 
Had  quite  defeated,  and  obtain'd  a  Name, 
The  Warrior's  Due,  among  the  Sons  of  Fame» 
This,  with  his  Wealth,  and  Pow'r,  and  ancient  Line, 
From  Mars  deriv'd,  Pandion\  Thoughts  incline 
His  Daughter  Procne  with  the  Prince  to  joyn. 

Nor  Hymen,  nor  the  Graces  here  prefide, 
Nor  Juno  to  befriend  the  blooming  Bride  ; 
But  Fiends  with  fun'ral  Brands  the  Procefs  led, 
And  Furies  waited  at  the  Genial  Bed  : 
And  all  Night  long  the  fcrieching  Owl  aloof, 
With  baleful  Notes,  fate  brooding  o'er  the  Roof. 
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With  fuch  ill  Omens  was  the  Match  begun, 
That  made  them  Parents  of  a  hopeful  Son. 
Now  Thrace  congratulates  their  feeming  Joy, 
And  they,  in  thankful  Rites,  their  Minds  employ. 
If  the  fair  Queen's  Efpoufals  pleas'd  before, 
Itys,  the  new-born  Prince,  now  pleafes  more  ; 
And  ezch  bright  Day,  the  Birth,  and  Bridal  Feaft, 
Were  kept  with  hallow'd  Pomp  above  the  reft. 
So  far  true  Happinefs  may  lie  conceal'd, 
When,  by  falfe  Lights,  we  fancy  'tis  reveal'd ! 

Now,  fince  their  Nuptials,  had  the  golden  San 
Five  Courfes  round  his  ample  Zodiac  run ; 
When  gentle  Procne  thus  her  Lord  addrefs'd? 
And  fpoke  the  fecret  Wifties  of  her  Bread : 
If  I,  fhefaid,  have  ever  Favour  found, 

Let  my  Petition  with  Succefs  be  crown'd  : 

Let  me  at  Athens  my  dear  Siller  fee, 

Or  let  her  come  to  Thrace,  and  vifit  me. 

And,  left  my  Father  mould  her  Abfence  mourn,- 

Promife  that  me  mall  make  a  quick  Return. 

With  Thanks  Pd  own  the  Obligation  due 

Only,  O  Tereus,  to  the  Gods  and  you. 
Now,  ply'd  with  Oar,  and  Sail  at  his  Command; 

The  nimble  Gallies  reach'd  th'  Athenian  Land, 

And  anchor'd  in  the  fam'd  Piratan  Bay, 

While  Tereus  to  the  Palace  takes  his  Way; 

The  King  falutes,  and  Ceremonies  pall, 

Begins  the  fatal  EmbaHy  at  laft ; 

Th*  Occafion  of  his  Voyage  he  declares, 

And,  with  his  own,  his  Wife's  Requeft  prefers : 

N  4  Asks 
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Asks  Leave  that,  only  for  a  little  Space, 
Their  lovely  Siller  might  embark  for  Thrace. 

Thus  while  he  fpoke,  appear'd  the  royal  Maid, 
Bright  Philomela,  fplendidly  array'd  ; 
But  moll  attractive  in  her  charming  Face, 
And  comely  Perfon,  turn'd  with  ev'ry  Grace: 
Like  thofe  fair  Nymphs,  that  are  defcrib'd  to  rove      - 
Acrofs  the  Glades,  and  Op'nings  of  the  Grove  ; 
Only  that  thefe  are  drefs'd  for  Silvan  Sports, 
And  lefs  become  the  Finery  of  Courts. 

Terms  beheld  the  Virgin,  and  admir'dr 
And  with  the  Coals  of  burning  Lull  was  nVd  : 
Like  crackling  Stubble,  or  the  Summer  Hay, 
When  forked  Lightnings  o'er  the  Meadows  play. 
Such  Charms  in  any  Breafl  might  kindle  Love, 
But  him  the  Heats  of  inbred  Lewdnefs  move  ; 
To  which,  tho'  Thrace  is  naturally  prone, 
Yet  his  is  Hill  fuperior,  and  his  own. 
Strait  her  Attendants  he  defigns  to  buy, 
And  with  large  Bribes  her  Governefs  would  try  t 
Herfelf  with  ample  Gifts  refolves  to  bend, 
And  his  whole  Kingdom  in  th'  Attempt  expend : 
Or,  fhatch'd  away  by  Force  of  Arms,  to  bear, 
And  jullify  the  Rape  with  open  War. 
The  boundlefs  Paffion  boils  within  his  Breaft 
And  his  projecting  Soul  admits  no  Reft. 

And  now,  impatient  of  the  leaft  Delay, 
By  pleading  Procneh  Caufe,  he  fpeeds  his  Way : 
The  Eloquence  of  Love  his  Tongue  infpires, 
And,  in  his  Wife's,  he  fpeaks  his  own  Deiires; 

Hence 
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Hence  all  his  Importunities  arife, 

And  Tears  unmanly  trickle  from  his  Eyes. 

Ye  Gods  !  what  thick  involving  Darknefs  blinds -■ 

The  ilupid  Faculties  of  mortal  Minds ! 

Tereus  the  Credit  of  Good-nature  gains 

From  thefe  his  Crimes;  fo  well  the  Villain  feigns. 

And,  unfufpeaing  of  his  bafe  Defigns, 

In  the  Requeft  fair  Philomela  joins ; 

Her  fnowy  Arms  her  aged  Sire  embrace, 

And  clafp  his  Neck  with  an  endearing  Grace  i ' 

Only  to  fee  her  Sifter  me  entreats, 

A  feeming  Blefling,  which  a  Curfe  compleats, 

Tereus  farveys  her  with  a  lufcious  Eye, 

And  in  his  Mind  foreftalls  the  blifsful  Joy  %  '■ 

Her  circling  Arms  a  Scene  of  Lull  infpire, 

And  ev'ry  Kifs  foments  the  raging  Fire. 

Fondly  he  wifties  for  the  Father's  Place, 

To  feel,  and  to  return  the  warm  Embrace  s ■ 

Since  not  the  neareft  Ties  of  filial  Blood 

Would  damp  his  Flame,  and  force  him  to  be  good. 

At  length,  for  both  their  fakes,  the  King  agrees  3 ; 
And  Philomela,  on  her  bended  Knees, 

Thanks  him  for  what  her  Fancy  calls  Succe-fs, 
When  cruel  Fate  intends  her  nothing  lefs. 

Now  Phcebus,  haftning  to  ambrofial  Reft, 
His  fiery  Steeds  drove  Hoping  down  the  Weft : 
The  fculptur'd  Gold  with  fparkling  Wines  was  fill'd,  * 
And,  with  rich  M«ats,  each  chearful  Table  frail'd, 
Plenty,  and  Mirth  the  royal  Banquet  clofe, 
Thea  all  retire  to  Sleep,  and  fweet  Repofo 

K%j  But- 
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But  the  lewd  Monarch,  tho'  withdrawn  apart, 
Still  feels  Love's  Poifon  rankling  in  his  Heart : 
Her  Face  Divine  is  ftamp'd  within  his  Breaft, 
Fancy  imagines,  and  improves  the  reft: 
And  thus,  kept  waking  by  intenfe  Defire, 
He  nourifhes  his  own  prevailing  Fire. 

Next  Day  the  good  old  King  for  Tereus  fends,. 
And  to  his  Charge  the  Virgin  recommends  v 
His  Hand  with  Tears  th'  indulgent  Father  pref.M, 
Then  fpoke,  and  thus  with  Tendernefs  addrefs'd. 

Since  the  kind  Jnftances  of  pious  Love, 
Do  all  Pretence  of  Obftacle  remove  ; 
Since  Procne's,  and  her  own,  with  your  Requeft, 
O'er-rule  the  Fears  of  a  Paternal  Breaft  ; 
With  you,  dear  Son,  my  Daughter  I  entraft, 
And  by  the  Gods  adjure  you  to  be  juft ; 
By  Truth,  and  ev'ry  confanguineal  Tye, 
To  watch,  and  guard  her  with  a  Father's  Ey§, 
And,  fmce  the  leaft  Delay  will  tedious  prove. 
In  keeping  from  my  Sight  the  Child  I  love9 
With  Speed  return  hQr9  kindly  t©  aftliage 
The  tedious  Troubles  of  my  lingring  Age. 
And  you,  my  Philomel,  let  it  fuffice, 
To  know  your  Sifter's  banifh'd  from  my  Eyes  i. 
Jf  any  Scnfe  of  Duty  fways  your  Mind, 
Let  me  from  you  the  fhorteft  Abfence  find. 
He  wept ;  then  kifs'd  his  Child;  and  while  he  fpeak^ 
The  Tears  fall  gently  down  his  aged  Cheeks, 
Next,  as  a  Pledge  of  Fealty,  he  demands, 
And,  with  a  folemn  Charge,  conjoins  their  Hands  y 
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Then  to  his  Daughter,  and  his  Grandfon  fends, 
And  by  their  Mouth  a  Blefling  recommends ; 
While,  in  a  Voice  with  dire  Forebodings  broke, 
Sobbing,  and  faint,  the  laft  Farewel  was  fpoke. 

Now  Philomela,  fcarce  receiv'd  on  Board, 
And  in  the  royal  gilded  Bark  fecur'd, 
Beheld  the  Dafhes  of  the  bending  Oar, 
The  ruffled  Sea,  and  the  receding  Shore ; 
When  flrait  (his  Joy  impatient  of  Difguife) 
We've  gain'd  our  Point,  the  rough  Barbarian  cries  5 
Now  I  poflefs  the  dear,  the  blifsful  Hour, 
And  ev'ry  Wifti  fubjecled  to  my  Pow'r. 
Tranfports  of  Luft  his  vicious  Thoughts  employ^ 
And  he  forbears,  with  Pain,  th'  expected  Joy. 
His  gloting  Eyes  inceflantly  furvey'd 
The  Virgin  Beauties  of  the  lovely  Maid  : 
As  when  the  bold  rapacious  Bird  o{Jo<ve% 
With  crooked  Talons  Hooping  from  above, 
Has  fnatcht,  and  carry'd  to  his  lofty  Neft 
A  Captive  Hare,  with  cruel  Gripes  oppreft  ; 
Secure,  with  hVd,  and  unrelenting  Eyes, 
He  fits,  and  views  the  helplek,  trembling  Prize. 

Their  VelTels  now  had  made  th'  intended  Land,, 
And  all  with  Joy  defcend  upon  the  Strand  ; 
When  the  falfe  Tyrant  feiz'd  the  Princely  Maid, 
And  to  a  Lodge  in  diftant  Woods  convey'd  ; 
Pale,  finking,  and  diitrefs'd  with  jealous  Fears, 
And  asking  for  her  Siller  all  in  Tears. 
The  Letcher  for  Enjoyment  fully  bent, 
No  longer  now  concealed  his  bafe  Intent  5  • 
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But  with  rude  Halle  the  bloomy  Girl  deflow'r'd, 
Tender,  defencelefs,  and  with  Eafe  o'er- power'! 
Her  piercing  Accents  to  her  Sire  complain, 
And  to  her  abfent  Sifter,  but  in  vain:, 
In  vain  me  importunes,  with  doleful  Cries, 
Each  unattentive  Godhead  of  the  Skies. 
She  pants  and  trembles,  like  the  bleating  Prey, 
From  fome  clofe-hunted  Wolf  juft  fnatch'd  away ;; 
That  flill,  with  fearful  Horror,  looks  around, 
And  on. its  Flank  regards  the  bleeding  Wound. 
Or,  as  the  tim'rous  Dove,  the  Danger  o'er,' 
Beholds  her  mining  Plumes,  befmear'd  with*  Gore, ■". 
And,  tho'  deliver'd  from  the  Faulcon's  Claw,  j 
Vet  fhivers,  and  retains  a  fecret  Awe. 

But  when  her  Mind  a  calm  Refledion  fhar'd, 
And  all  her  fcatter'd  Spirits  were  repair'd  : 
Torn,  and  diforder'd  while  her  Treffes  hung, 
Her  livid  Hands,  like  one  that  mourn'd,  fhe  wrung,. 
Then  thu?,  with  Grief  o'er- whelm'd  her  languid  Eyes,, 
Savage,  inhumane,  cruel  Wretch  !  fhe  cries ; 
Whom  nor  a  Parent's  ftrift  Commands  could  move, 
Tho'  charg'd,  and  utter'd  with  the  Tears  of  Love, 
Nor  Virgin  Innocence,  nor  all  that's  due 
To  the  flrong  Contrad  of  the  Nuptial  Vow : 
Virtue,  by  this,  in  wild  Confufion's  laid, 
And  I  compell'd  to  wrong  my  Sifter's  Bed  ; 
Whilrtyou,  regardlefsofyour  Marriage  Oath, 
With  Stains  of  Inceft  have  defii'd  us  Both. 
Tho'  I  deferv'd  fome  Punifhment  to  find, 
This  was,  ye  Gods !  too  cruel,  and  unkind* 


Tet 


Book  VI.    O  v  i  d's  Metamorphofe?,      izg 

Yet,  Villain,  to  compleat  your  horrid  Guilt, 

Stab  here,  and  let  my  tainted  Blood  be  fpilt. 

Oh  happy  !  had  it  come,  before  I  knew 

The  curs'd  Embrace  of  vile  perfidious  You ; 

Then  my  pale  Ghoft,  pure  from  inceftuous  Love, 

Had  wander'd  fpotlefs  thro'  th'  Elyfcan  Grove. 

But,  if  the  Gods  above- have  Pow'r  to  know, 

And  judge  thofe  Actions  that  are  done  below 5 

Unlefs  the  dreaded  Thunders  of  the  Sky, 

Like  me,  fubdu'd,  and  violated  lie; 

Still  my  Revenge  mail  take  its  proper  Time/ 

And  fuit  the  Bafenefs  of  your  hellifh  Crime. 

My  felf,  abandon'd,  and  devoid  of  Shame, 

Thro'  the  wide  World  your  Actions  will  proclaims- 

0r  tho'  Pm  prifcn'd  in  this  lonely  Den, 

Obfcur'd,  and  bury'd  from  the  Sight  of  Men, 

My  mournful  Voice  the  pitying  Rocks  mall  move, , 

And  my  Complainings  echo  thro'  the  Grove, 

Hear  me,  O  Heav'n!  and,  if  a  God  be  there, 

Let  him  regard  me,  and  accept  my  Pray'r. 

Struck  with  thefe  Words,  the  Tyrant's  guilty  Breart 
With  Fear,  and  Anger,  was,  by  turns,  poifeft ; 
Now,  with  Remorfe  his  Confcience  deeply  Hung, 
He  drew  the  Faulchion  that  befide  him  hung, 
And  firit  her  tender  Arms  behind  her  bound, 
Then  drag'd  her  by  the  Hair  along  the  Ground. 
The  Princefs  willingly  her  Throat  reclin'd, 
And  view'd  the  Steel  with  a  contented  Mind ; 
But  foon  her  Tongue  the  girding  Pinchers  ftrain3 
With  Anguiu%  foon  ihe  feeh  the  piercing  Pain : 

Oh 
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Oh  Father !  Father  !  fhe  would  fain  have  fpoke, 

But  the  fharp  Torture  her  Intention  broke  5 

In  vain  ftie  tries,  for  now  the  Blade  has  cut 

Her  Tongue  iheer  off,  clofe  to  the  trembling  Root. 

The  mangled  Part  ftill  quiver'd  on  the  Ground, 

Murmuring  with  a  faint  imperfect  Sound  : 

And,  as  a  Serpent  writhes  his  wounded  Train, 

Uneafy,  panting,  and  poffefs'd  with  Pain ; 

The  Piece,  while  Life  remain'd,  ftill  trembled  fair, 

And  to  its  Miftrefs  pointed  to  the  Jail. 

Yet,  after  this  fo  damn'd,  and  black  a  Deed, 
Fame  (which  I  fcarce  can  credit)  has  agreed, 
That  on  her  rifled  Charms,  ftill  void  of  Shame, 
He  frequently  indulged  his  luftful  Flame. 
At  laft  he  ventures  to  his  Procne\  Sight, 
Loaded  with  Guilt,  and  cloy'd  with  long  Delight; 
There,  with  feign'd  Grief,  and  falfe,  diilbmbled  Sighs, 
Begins  a  formal  Narrative  of  Lyes ; 
Her  Siller's  Death  he  artfully  declares, 
Then  weeps,  and  raifes  Credit  from  his  Tears. 
Her  Veil,  with  Flow'rs  of  Gold  embroidered  o'er, 
With  Grief  diilrefs'd,  the  mournful  Matron  tore, 
And  a  befeeming  Suit  of  gloomy  Sable  wore, 
With  Coil,  an  honorary  Tomb  fhe  rais'd, 
And  thus  th'  imaginary  Ghoft  appeas'd. 
Deluded  Queen !  the  Fate  of  her  you  love, 
Nor  Grief,  nor  Pity,  but  Revenge  fhould  move, 

Thro'  the  twelve  Signs  had  pafs'd  the  circling  Sun,-. 
And  round  the  Compafs  of  the  Zodiac  run  3 
What  mull  unhappy  Philomela  do, 
«For  ever  fubjcct  to  her  Keeper's  View? 

Huge- 
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Huge  Walls  of  MafTy  Stone  the  Lodge  furround, 
From  her  own  Mouth  no  way  of  fpeaking's  found. 
But  all  our  Wants  by  Wit  may  be  fupplyd, 
And  Art  makes  up,  what  Fortune  has  deny'd : 
With  Skill  exacl  a  Phrygian  Web  fhe  ftrung, 
Fix'd  to  a  Loom  that  in  her  Chamber  hung, 
Where  in-wrought  Letters,  upon  White  difplay'd» 
Jn  purple  Notes,  her  wretched  Cafe  betray'd: 
The  Piece,  when  flniih'd,  fecretly  ihe  gave 
Into  the  Charge  of  one  poor  menial  Slave; 
And  then,  with  Geftures,  made  him  underftand> 
It  mull  be  fafe  convey'd  to  ProcnTs  Hand., 
The  Slave,  with  Speed,  the  Queen's  Apartment  fought, 
And    render'd   up   his  Charge,    unknowing  what  hs 
brought. 

But  when  the  Cyphers,  figur'd  in  each  Fold, 

Her  Sifter's  melancholy  Story  told, 

(Strange  that  ihe  could  !  )  with  Silence,  Ihe  furvey'd 

The  tragick  Piece,  and  without  weeping  read  : 

In  fuch  tumultuous  Hafte  her  Paffions  fprung, 

They  choak'd  her  Voice,  and  quite  difarm'd  her  Tongue,: 

No  Room  for  female  Tears ;  the  Furies  rife, 

Darting  vindictive  Glances  from  her  Eyes; 

And,  flung  with  Rage,  ihe  bounds  from  Place  to  Place 

While  ftern  Revenge  fits  low'ring  in  her  Face, 

Now  the  triennial  Celebration  came, 

Obferv'd  to  Bacchus  by  each  T^kracian  Dame  ; 

When,  in  the  Privacies  of  Night  retir'd, 

They  act  his  Rites,  with  facred  Rapture  hYd  : 

By  Night,  the  tinkling  Cymbals  ring  around,  ■ 

While  the  fhrill  Nctes  from  Rbodopc  refound ; 

By 
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By  Night,  the  Queen,  difguis'd,  forfakes  the  Court, 
To  mingle  in  the  Feftival  Refort. 
Leaves  of  the  curling  Vine  her  Temples  made, 
And,  with  a  circling  Wreath,  adorn  her  Head  s 
Adown  her  Back  the  Stag's  rough  Spoils  appear, 
Light  on  her  Shoulder  leans  a  Cornel  Spear. 

Thus,  in  the  Fury  of  the  God  conceal'd, 
Procne  her  own  mad  headflrong  Paffion  veil'd ; 
Now,  with  her  Gang,  to  the  thick  Wood  fhe  flies., 
And  with  religious  Yellings  fills  the  Skies ; 
The  fatal  Lodge,  as  'twere  by  chance,  fhe  feekg, 
And,  thro'  the  bolted  Doors,  an  Entrance  breaks  i 
From  thence,  her  Sifter  fnatching  by  the  Hand, 
Mask'd  like  the  ranting  Bacchanalian  Band, 
Within  the  Limits  of  the  Court  me  drew, 
Shading,  with  Ivy  green,  her  outward  Hue. 
But  Philomela,  confcieus  of  the  Place, 
Felt  new  reviving  Pangs  of  her  Difgrace  ; 
A  miv'ring  Cold  prevail'd  in  ev'ry  Part, 
And  the  chill'd  Blood  ran  trembling  to  her  Heart» 

Soon  as  the  Queen  a  fit  Retirement  found, 
Stript  of  the  Garlands  that  her  Temples  crown'4, 
She  flrait  unveil'd  her  blufhing  Siller's  Face, 
And  fondly  clafp'd  her  with  a  clofe  Embrace : 
But,  in  Confufion  loft,  th'  unhappy  Maid, 
With  Shame  dejected,  hung  her  drooping  Head, 
As  guilty  of  a  Crime  that  flain'd  her  Siller's  Bed. 
That  Speech,  that  mould  her  injur'd  Virtue  clear, 
And  make  her  fpotlefs  Innocence  appear, 
Is  now  no  morej  only  her  Hands,  and  Eyes 
Appeal,  ia  Signals,  to  the  confcious  Skies, 

im 
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In  Procne's  Breaft  the  rifing  Paflions  boil, 

And  burft  in  Anger  with  a  mad  Recoil ; 

Her  Siller's  ill-tim'd  Grief,  with  Scorn,  fhe  blames, 

Then,  in  thefe  furious  Words  her  Rage  proclaims, 

Tears,  unavailing,  but  defer  our  Time,  J 

The  ftabbing  Sword  muft  expiate  the  Crime ; 
Or  worfe,  if  Wit,  en  bloody  Vengeance  bent, 
A  Weapon  more  tormenting  can  invent. 
O  Sifter!  IVe  prepar'd  my  ftubborn  Heart, 
To  act  fome  hellifh,  and  unheard-of  Parti 
Either  the  Palace  to  furround  wiih  Fire, 
And  fee  the  Villain  in  the  Flames  expire; 
Or,  with  a  Knife,  dig  out  his  curfed  Eyes, 
Or,  his  falfe  Tongue  with  racking  Engines  feize ; 
Or,  cut  away  the  Part  that  injur'd  you, 
And,  thro'  a  thoufand  Wounds,  his  guilty  Soul  purfue» 
Tortures  enough  my  Paffion  has  deiign'd, 
But  the  Variety  diitracls  my  Mind. 

A  while,  thus  wav'ring,  ftood  the  furious  Dame, 
When  Itys  fondling  to  his  Mother  came; 
From  him  the  cruel  fatal  Hint  fhe  took, 
She  view'd  him  with  a  ftern  remorfelefs  Look;, 
Ah !  but  too  like  thy  wicked  Sire,  me  faid, 
Forming  the  direful  Purpofe  in  her  Head. 
At  this  a  fullen  Grief  her  Voice  fuppreft, 
While  filentTaffions  ftruggle  in  her  Breaft. 

Now,  at  her  Lap  arriv'd,  the  flatt'ring  Boy 
Salutes  his  Parent  with  a  fmiling  Joy  : 
About  her  Neck  his  little  Arms  are  thrown, 
And  he  accofts  her  in  a  prattling  Tone. 

Then 
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Then  her  tempeftuous  Anger  was  allay'd, 

And  in  its  full  Career  her  Vengeance  ftay'd  j 

While  tender  Thoughts,  in  fpite  of  PafTxon,  rife. 

And  melting  Tears  difarm  her  threat'ning  Eyes-. 

But  when  (he  found  the  Mother's  eafy  Heart, 

Too  fondly  fwerving  from  th'  intended  Part; 

Her  injur'd  Sifter's  Face  again  fhe  view'd, 

And,  as  by  turns  furveying  Both  fhe  flood, 

While  this  fond  Boy  ((he  faid)  can  thus  exprefs 

The  moving  Accents  of  his  fond  Addrefs  -, 

Why  ftands  my  Sifter  of  her  Tongue  bereft, 

Forlorn,  and  fad,  in  fpecchlefs  Silence  left  ? 

O  Procne,  fee  the  Fortune  of  your  Houfe! 

Such  is  your  Fate,  when  matched  to  fuch  a  Spoufe? 

Conjugal  Duty,  if  obferv'd  to  him, 

Would  change  from  Virtue,  and  become  a  Crime  j 

For  all  Refpeft  to  Tertus  muft  debafe 

The  noble  Blood   of  Great  Pandion\  Race. 

Strait  at  thefe  Words,  with  big  Refentment  fill*dr 
Furious  her  Look,  fhe  flew,  and  fciz'd  her  Child  j. 
Like  a  fell  Tigrefs  of  the  favage  Kind, 
That  drags  the  tender  Suckling  of  the  Hind 
Thro'  India's  gloomy  Groves,  where  Ganges  laves 
The  fhady  Scene,  and  rouls  his  flreamy  Waves. 

Now  to  a  clofe  Apartment  they  were  come, 
Far  off  retired  within  the  fpacious  Dome ; 
When  Procne,  on  revengeful  Mifchief  bent, 
Home  to  his  Heart  a  piercing  Ponyard  fent, 
Itys,  with  rueful  Cries,  but  all  too  late, 
Holds  out  his  Hands,  and  deprecates  his  Fate; 

Still 
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Still  at  his  Mother's  Neck  he  fondly  aims, 
And  ftrives  to  melt  her  with  endearing  Names; 
Yet  flill  the  cruel  Mother  perfeveres, 
Nor  with  Concern  his  bitter  Anguifh  hears. 
This  might  fuffice;  but  Philomela  too 
Acrofs  his  Throat  a  mining  Cutlafe  drew. 
Then  Both,  with  Knives,  diffect  each  quiv'ring  Part, 
And  carve  the  butcher'd  Limbs  with  cruel  Art; 
Which,  whelm'd  in  boiling  Cauldrons  o'er  the  Fire, 
Or  turn'd  on  Spits,  in  fteamy  Smoak  afpire  : 
While  the  long  Entries,  with  their  flipp'ry  Floor, 
Run  down  in  purple  Streams  of  clotted  Gore. 
Ask'd  by  his  Wife  to  this  inhuman  Feaft, 
Tereus  unknowingly  is  made  a  Gueft : 
While  (he  her  Plot  the  better  to.  difguife, 
Styles  it  fome  unknown  myftick  Sacrifice  j 
And  fuch  the  Nature  of  the  hallow'd  Rite, 
The  Wife  her  Husband  only  could  invite,       [Sight. 
The  Slaves  mull  all  withdraw,  and   be  debarr'd  the 
Tereus,  upon  a  Throne  of  antique  State, 
Loftily  rais'd,  before  the  Banquet  fate; 
And  Glutton  like,   luxurioufly  pleas'd, 
With  his  own  Flefh  his  hungry  Maw  appeas'd. 
Nay,  fuch  a  Blindnefs  o'er  his  Senfes  falls, 
That  he  for  Itys  to  the  Table  calls. 
When  Procne,  now  impatient  to  difclofe 
The  Joy  that  from  her  full  Revenge  arofe, 
Cries  out,  in  Tranfports  of  a  cruel  Mind, 
Within  your  felf  your  Itys  you  may  find. 
Still,  at  this  puzzling  Anfwer,  with  Surprife, 
Around  the  Room  he  fend*  his  curious  Eyes ; 

And 
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And,  as  he  Hill  inquir'd,  and  call'd  aloud, 
Fierce  Phihmela,  all  befmear'd  with  Blood, 
Her  Hands  with  Murder  ftain'd,  her  fpreading  Hair 
Hanging  difhevell'd  with  a  ghafriy  Air, 
Stept  forth,  and  flung  full  in  the  Tyrant's  Face 
The  Head  of  Itys,  goary  as  it  was : 
Nor  ever  long'd  fo  much  to  ufe  her  Tongue, 
And  with  a  juft  Reproach  to  vindicate  her  Wrong». 
The  Thracian  Monarch   from  the  Table  flings, 
While  with  his  Cries  the  vaulted  Parlour  rings; 
His  Imprecations  echo  down  to  Hell, 
And  rouze  the  fnaky  Furies  from  their  Stygian  Cell. 
One  while  he  labours  to  difgorge  his  Breaft, 
And  free  his  Stomach  from  the  curfedFeaft; 
Then,  weeping  o'er  his  lamentable  Doom, 
He  flyles  himfelf  his  Son's  fepulchral  Tomb. 
Now,  with  drawn  Sabre,  and  impetuous  Speed,. 
In  clofe  Purfuit  he  drives  P  and  ion's  Breed ; 
Whofe  nimble  Feet  fpring  with  fo  fwift  a  Force 
Acrofs  the  Fields,  they  feem  to  wing  their  Courfe, 
And  now,  on  real  Wings  themfelves  they  raife^ 
And  fleer  their  airy  Flight  by  dift'rent   Ways; 
One  to  the  Woodland's  ihady  Covert  hies, 
Around  the  fmoaky  Roof  the  other  flies; 
Whofe  Feathers  yet  the  Marks  of  Murder  flain,- 
Whereftamptupon  her  Breaft  the  crimfon  Spots  remain. 
Terms,  through  Grief,  and  Hafte  to  be  reveng'd, 
Shares  the  like  Fate,  and  to  a  Bird  is  chang'd : 
Fix'd  on  his  Head  the  crefted  Plumes  appear, 
Long  is  his  Beak,  and  fharpen'd  like  a  Spear; 

Thug 
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Thus  arm'd,  his  Looks  his  inward  Mind  difplay, 
And,  to  a  Lapwing  turn'd,  he  fans  his  Way. 
Exceeding  Trouble,  for  his  Children's  Fate, 
Shorten'd  ?andion\  Days,  and  chang'd  his  Date; 
Down  to  the  Shades  below,  with  Sorrow  fpent, 
An  earlier,  unexpected  Ghoit  he  went. 

Boreas  in  Love, 

Erechtheus  next  th*  Athenian  Sceptre  fway'd, 
Whofe  Rule  the  State  with  joint  Confent  obey'd ; 
So  mix'd  feis  Juflice  with  his  Valour  flow'd, 
His  Reign  one  Scene  of  Princely  Goodnefs  fhew'd. 
Four  hopeful  Youths,  as  many  Females  bright, 
Sprung  from  his  Loins,  and  footh'd  him  with  Delight» 

Two  of  thefe  Sifters,  of  a  lovelier  Air, 
Excell'd  the  reft,  tho'  all  the  reft  were  fair. 
Procris,  to  Cephalus  in  Wedlock  ty'd, 
Blefs'd  the  young  Silvan  with  a  blooming  Bride : 
For  Orithyia  Boreas  fuffer'd  Pain, 
For  the  coy  Maid  fue'd  long,  but  fue'd  in  vain; 
Tereus  his  Neighbour,  and  his  Thrtcian  Blood, 
Againft  the  Match  a  main  Objection  flood  ; 
Which  made  his  Vows,  and  all  his  fuppliant  Lo^e, 
Empty  as  Air  and  inefre&ual  prove. 

But  when  he  found  his  foothing  Flatt'ries  fail, 
Nor  faw  his  foft  Addrefies  cou'd  avail ; 
Bluft'ring  with  Ire,  he  quickly  has  Recourfe 
To  rougher  Arts,  and  his  own  native  Force. 
'Tis  well,  he  faid  ;  fuch  Ufage  is  my  Due, 
When  thus  difguis'd  by  foreign  ways  I  fue; 

When 
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When  my  ftern  Airs,  and  Fiercenefs  I  difclaim. 

And  iigh  for  Love,  ridiculoufly  tame; 

When  foft  Addreffes  foolifhly  I   try, 

Nor  my  own  ftronger  Remedies  apply. 

By  Force  and  Violence  I  chiefly  live, 

By  them  the  lowring  ftermy  Tempefts  drive ; 

In  foaming  Billows  raife  the  hoary  Deep, 

Writhe  knotted  Oaks,  and  fandy  Defarts  fwcep  5 

Congeal  the  falling  Flakes  of  fleecy  Snow, 

And  bruife,  with  rattling  Hail,  the  Plains  below. 

h  and  my  Brother- Winds,  when  join'd  above, 

Thro'  the  wafte  Champian  of  the  Skies  we  rove, 

With  fuch  a  boift'rous  full  Career  engage, 

That  HeavVs  whole  Concave  thunders  at  our  Rage. 

While,  ftruck  from  nitrous  Clouds,  fierce  Lightnings  play, 

Dart  thro'  the  Storm,  and  gild  the  gloomy  Day. 

Or  when,  in  fubterraneous  Caverns  pent, 

My  Breath,  againfl  the  hollow  Earth,  is  bent. 

The  quaking  World  above,  and  Ghoils  below, 

My  mighty  Pow'r,  by  dear  Experience,  know,  ? 

Tremble  with  Fear,  and  dread;  the  fatal  Blow.  f> 

This  is  the  only  Cure  to  be  apply'd, 

Thus  to  Erechtheus  I  mould  be  ally'd ; 

And  thus  the  fcornful  Virgin  fhould  be  woo'd, 

Not  by  Intreaty,  but  by  Force  fubdu'd. 

Boreas*  in  Paflion,  fpoke  thefe  huffing  things, 
And,  as  he  fpoke,  he  fhook  his  dreadful  Wings; 
At  which,  afar  the  lhiv'ring  Sea  was  fan'd, 
And  the  wide  Surface  of  the  ditfant  Land : 
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His  dufty  Mantle  o'er  the  Hills  he  drew, 

And  fwept  the  lowly  Vallies,  as  he  flew  ; 

Then,  with  his  yellow  Wings,  embrac'd  the  Maid, 

And,  wrapt  in  dusky  Clouds,  far  off  convey'd. 

The  fparkling  Blaze  of  Love's  prevailing  Fire 

Shone  brighter  as  he  flew,  and  flam'd  the  higher. 

And  now  the  God,  poffefs'd  of  his  Delight, 

To  Northern  Thrace  purfu'd  his  airy  Flight, 

Where  the  young  ravifh'd  Nymph  became  his  Bride» 

And  ioon  the  lufcious  Sweets  of  Wedlock  try'd. 

Two  lovely  Twins,  th*  Effect  of  this  Embrace, 
Crown  their  foft  Labours,  and  their  Nuptials  grace ; 
Who,  like  their  Mother,  beautiful,  and  fair, 
Their  Father's  Strength,  aud  feather'd  Pinions  fhare  : 
Yet  thefe,  at  fir  ft,  were  wanting,  as  'tis  faid, 
And  after,  as  they  grew,  their  Shoulders  fpread. 
Zetbes  and  Calais,  the  pretty  Twins, 
Remain'd  unfledg'd,  while  fmooth  their  beardlefs  Chins  5 
But  when,  in  Time,  the  budding  filver  Down 
Shaded  their  Face,  and  on  their  Cheeks  was  grown, 
Two  fprouting  Wings  upon  their  Shoulders  fprung, 
Like  thofe  in  Birds,  that  veil  the  callow  Young. 
Then  as  their  Age  advanc'd,  and  they  began 
From  greener  Youth  to  ripen  into  Man, 
With  Ja/oris  Argonauts  they  crofs'd  the  Seas, 
Embark'd  in  quell  of  the  fam'd  Golden  Fleece; 
There,  with  the  reft,  the  firft  frail  Veflel  try'd, 
And  boldly  ventur'd  on  the  fwelling  Tide. 


fhe  End  of  the  Sixth  Book, 
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